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Papa Haydn
Fine European Pastries
Armand & Dixie
404 SW 10th Portland

224-9028

Catering Specialists

Watch for the opening
of Portland’s first
wine bar
4:30 p.m.—8:30 p.m.

ITALIAN SPECIALTIES
MEATS & CHEESES
IMPORTED CANDIES
PASTRIES
FRESH COFFEE

5829 S.E. Milwaukie
We will be closed for our annual
summer interlude from July 26-Aug. 8

Tues-Thurs 11:30am to 11pm
Fri-Sat 11:30am to 12 mid
Closed Sunday & M onday.

Hours Mon.-Fri. 10-9, Sat. 10-6
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MEXICAN
RESTAURANT

Bteokhwl Ob

E X P E R IE N C E O R E G O N
%
E X P E R IE N C E E V E R Y T H IN G B U T
T H E O R D IN A R Y
%
S H O P A T P O R T L A N D ’S F A M O U S

Huevos Rancheros
Huevos Con Chorizo
Chili Relleno
Fried Eggs - Any Style
Omelets - Mushroom
- Spanish
- Cheese
Breakfasts include Fried Potatoes, Beans,
Juice, choice of beverage, Toast or Tortillas.
Served 6:30 to 11:00 a.m . Mon.-Fri.
8:00 to 11:00 a.m . Sat. & Sun.

W EEKEND M ARKETPLACE
Art, Crafts & International Foods
Saturdays & Sundays thru Christmas in Old Town
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n an interview with the Clinton Street Quarterly last summer, Barry
Commoner told us that “ we’re in for a hard four years.” And now that they’re
upon us; as we see those ignoble triplets, paternalism, racism and militarism
rising to new heights; as we look at hard won gains in social, economic and
environmental areas being garroted before our very eyes; it is time to seriously
examine how we protect and advance those causes that define our mutual well
being.
This issue of the Quarterly, while not neglecting the bizarre and entertaining,
takes seriously the challenge we face, here in Oregon and in the world. It’s
encouraging you to get involved, as effectively as possible, in fighting for what
you believe. Bob Marley’s last message to us all was his album Survival.. . “ All
together now, wake up and live” . . . “ We’ll have to fight, we gonna fight, fight
for our rights.” This issue of the CSQ is dedicated to Bob Marley, all he gave us,
all he stood for.

We’re proud to present the political/historical insights of Oregonian and
celebrated historian William Appleman Williams, who in this issue goes to the
roots of America’s imperial ways, and asks us to reconsider the roles played in
history by Jefferson, Lincoln, Ike and JFK. It’s provocative, stimulating reading.
The diverse and dynamic talents of those artists and writers whose work has
graced our pages have been duly recognized. We emerged a big winner in the non
daily category of the competition staged recently by the Willamette Valley
Chapter of the Society of Professional Journalists. Kudos and thanks to
Katherine Dunn, Kevin Mulligan, Isaac Shamsud-Din, Musicmaster Lynn
Darroch, Stephen Leflar, Lenny Dee and Steven Sandstrom. You done us proud.
We welcome your letters, and every subscription that comes our way makes us
smile. Many thanks also to our advertisers and all those behind the scenes who
make this paper happen. Tell those who advertise in the CSQ you saw it here.
We’ll be back in September.

THE VIEW FROM NORTHEAST
According to an interview he gave to
too much of a threat and the union
system abused black children under
sued to prevent implementation,
an absurd desegregation plan.
The Oregonian recently, he will give
his tacit approval to whatever the
implementation.
A telling com m entary on the
HE REV. John Garlington,
police do. Ivancie showed that he
attitude of the city’s so-called
That was essentially the reason
president of the Albina Minis
does not care about justice when he
enlightened community can be found
behind the union’s opposition to
terial Alliance, attempted to describerefused to support pardons for
in a letter to the editor published June
Baker when Neil G oldschm idt
the plight of black Portlanders June 4
persons who had been wrongly
5 in The Oregonian from historian E.
brought him up from Berkeley,
in an eloquent speech on the steps of
convicted on evidence created by
Kimbark MacColl. After all the
California. Although a white male,
City Hall following a march to
narcotics officers. Instead, he’s
revelations of police impropriety, the
he simply was not one of them.
protest the rem oval of Charles
thrown his lot in with good ol’ boy
only thing MacColl could find to be
G oldschm idt’s appointm ent of a
Jordan as police com m issioner.
Still, who has never spoken out about
outraged about was Black United
black commissioner to head the
Blacks in America have no power, the
police abuses on any front. Where
Front leader Ron H ern d o n ’s
department was the ultimate insult.
reverend said. “ All we have is an
has his conscience been over the years
statement that “ Anybody who takes
Ironically, Jordan had no significant
appeal to conscience.”
as blacks have repeatedly cried for
the promise of a white politician to
power as police commissioner and he
That, of course, has been the
relief from police abuses? Indeed,
black people seriously is either
declined to use effectively what little
theory under which many black
where are the “ good” cops and why
ahistorical or naive.” Given history,
he had, opting instead for the
leaders, including Dr. Martin Luther
MacColl’s criticism of H erndon’s
have they been silent witnesses to
cooperation of the bureau. Of course,
King Jr., have operated. But the
their colleagues’ abuses?
rem arks can only be viewed as
the old guard of the command staff,
appeal to conscience will have no
Still told people attending a June
including Still, and the union, fought
sanctimonious.
effect in the hard line ’80s, when
20 police/community relations forum
An even worse attitude emerged in
every tiny progressive step the
many white Americans believe that
that there is a “ fine line” between
commissioner took. Portland is not
the results of an Oregonian poll on
blacks have had more than their share
aggressive, assertive police work and
unique in this regard. In every city in
com m unity attitudes tow ard the
of the fruits of the land and “ law and
the abuse of som eone’s rights.
police conducted in June of this year.
the nation where the police command
order,” the code phrase for keeping
Unadulterated bullshit. There is a
is black—Los Angeles, D etroit,
Only a very slight majority of the
blacks in line, once again has gained
clear difference between good police
Newark, Atlanta—there is a struggle
people polled thought that the police
favor among the powerful. In fact, an
work that nabs a dope dealer and te
had overstepped their bounds in the
with the white-dominated unions.
examination of the history of this
planting of drugs on a “ suspect.”
To really understand what the
plainly illegal actions against
country would reveal few instances in
There is a clear difference between
motorcycle club members and drug
union is all about, one should read its
which the white majority acted with
the force necessary to subdue an
monthly The Rap Sheet. One finds
suspects. There’s not much of a
conscience toward blacks.
unruly suspect and the force
conscience to appeal to there. Only
in the writings the work of fascist
Thanks to Mayor Frank Ivancie’s
necessary to kill or main (e.g., the
the blacks who were polled
minds. “ As creeping twilight seeped
Sunday night m assacre, there
choking of Eric Branch). Men and
overwhelmingly condem ned the
through the streets and chased the
certainly is no longer a conscience in
women of conscience instinctively
police actions.
good people fleeing for their cars, the
control o f the P ortland Police
know the difference.
There is little hope that an appeal
weirdos would limp and slither out
Bureau. His appointment of 27-year
to conscience would move the
from dark doorways. . . overcrowd
NE HOPE, of course, was to
veteran Ron Still as head of the
m ajority of the city’s elected
them on leaky boats and send them to
Bureau, who last year authorized the
change the composition of the
leadership to reform the police
Cuba.” The union has hired possum
illegal police search of an attorney’s
force, to introduce a much higher
department. Jordan’s colleagues on
cops Ward & Galloway to work on
office, and whose record of race
percentage of women and nonwhites
the City Council have been largely
The Rap Sheet at the same salaries
relations can best be termed dismal,
silent on this issue. Commissioner
they were making as police officers.
into police ranks. Commissioner
can hardly reassure the black
Charles Jordan introduced a tepid
M argaret Strachan, who while
community. Still and Ivancie owe
campaigning for votes in Albina
affirmative action plan that merely
LACK PORTLANDERS win
their loyalties to the police union, a
donned a green ribbon—supposedly
would have given city department
find little resource in appealing
heads the option of choosing candi
tight, incestuous body run by the
to the conscience of the community atto show concern over the killings of
dates for job vacancies from a list of
white, male cops which for years has
black children in Atlanta—has said
large. We’ve heard no cry of outrage
the highesy scorers on the city civil
vigorously opposed any effort to
nothing about police abuses.
from the corporate boardrooms and
service examination or a list of non
open up its ranks.
civic clubs over the police abuses.
Curiously, Ms. Strachan hasn’t been
white candidates who also passed the
seen wearing a green ribbon since the
Ivancie has no idea how to run the
After all, these are the same people
exam. But even that modest step was
night of her election.
department and doesn’t intend to try.
who stood silently by while the school

CAROL DIANE MILLER
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Illustration by Steve Blackburn
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From the land of the bossa nova

BRAZIL

MIRACLE’ONTHEBRINK
BY DAVID MILHOLLAND

visited Brazil for 6 weeks in May-June,
1977. Speaking little Portuguese, traveling
very light, my wanderings took me through
many regions andgave me aneyeful. ThoughI
knewsomething of her historyandhadalways
dreamedof spendingaCarnaval inRio, nothing
had really prepared me for what Iwas tosee.
Everywhere I went, fromthe smog-bound
megalopolis of Sao Paulo to the most distant
reaches of the Amazon Basin, things were on
the move.
Myentree was abusridefromtheParaguay
border to the coast, some 600 miles, a stretch
I’dalways understood to be largely unsettled.
Our ultra-modern bus, driven whenever
lossible at breakneck speed, passed literally
hundreds of farm-to-market vehicles, and the
rawredsoil of newly brokenlandstretched to
the horizon in every direction.

(

ITH OVER half of South

W

our lives.
As in El Salvador and Central America,
America’s land mass and
U.S. government and corporate policy are
population (at present, there are
major elements in the dramatic
approximately 135 million Brazilians),
transformation happening in Brazil. But
and bordering every country but Ecuador
to understand the present reality and its
and Chile, it is clear that events in Brazil
awesome implications, we must examine
will be decisive in determining the fate of
the history and nature of the place itself.
the entire continent. Yet little appears in
our media about this giant land. And
what does appear is fragmentary. Our
attention is serially focused on the
momentary hot spot, the “ newsworthy”
locale we heard nothing about the day
ater water everywhere. Rains
before. The nature of this crisis-oriented
coverage is to arrive too late to
that fall with shocking intensity,
understand or alter the course of events.
followed momentarily by
This leaves political affairs in the hands of
ecstatic sunshine, ad infinitum. Most land
the “ experts,” until we are all called in to
is covered by a many tiered canopy of
pay the consequences with our taxes and

WAY BACK

W
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hardwoods which serves to mute the
downfall and transforms it into a fine
warm spray before it reaches the jungle
floor. Hundreds of rivers, including the
immense Parana, Sao Francisco and
Amazonas extend to the Atlantic.
Scattered across the land, thousands of
small groups of native people live inside
the grand design. Though practices vary,
most combine hunting and foraging with
slash and burn agriculture. Because crop
yields decline dramatically if cultivation is
prolonged beyond two seasons, tribes are
nomadic and require large extensions to
support even modest populations. And
because the forest rapidly encroaches
upon the abandoned plots, a generation
later no traces or habitation can be found.
Little changes for thousands of years.

•■>•

THE OCCUPATION

T

HREE YEARS AFTER Vasco da
Gama reached Calcutta in 1497,
opening the lucrative Eastern trades
to Portugal, his compatriot, Pedro Alves
Cabral, landed on Brazil’s NE coast and
claimed it for the crown. While the
Spanish pillaged and constructed an
American empire, the Portuguese
focused eastward, settling into Brazil
more slowly. Finding no precious metals,
they tried enslaving the natives (who they
termed bugres for their reputed sexual
practices). Unable to make the Indians a
pliable workforce, boatloads of West
Africans were imported in ever increasnig
numbers. The coastal cities of Salvador
and Recife prospered as this slave labor

*

■■*
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*
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Aseemingly
endless land
with untapped
resources and
miraculous
opportunities
has always
beckoned the
adventurous to
Brazil ... As
here, only a few
“ignorant
savages” stood
in the way.
made the Brazilian sugar industry the
world’s largest. Few early Portuguese
settlers tilled the soil themselves. An
attitude to labor emerged: Quem nao roba
nem herda acabo comenda merda—He
who neither robs nor inherits ends up
eating shit.
A more ambitious, less capitalized
group of settlers, largely from poorer
Northern Portugal, began a colony
further south, in the highlands around
present-day Sao Paulo. Faring poorly in
the sugar trade, they soon launched forays
further inland in search of gold. These
hearty bandeirantes—flag bearing
expeditionaries—ranged across the whole
of Brazil, eventually extending the
“ portugee” lands to nearly their present
limits. They captured, killed and bred
with the Indians they encountered.
A seemingly endless land with untapped
resources and miraculous opportunities
has always beckoned the adventurous in
Brazil. A pattern of short-term,
has
exploitation
speculative
predominated, and Brazil’s history is rife
with booms and busts. In many ways, this
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frontier mentality has parallels with our
own. As here, only a few “ignorant sa
vages” stood in the way.
The bandeirantes finally discovered
gold in 1698, and diam onds soon
thereafter. And just in time, for the oncethriving sugar industry was fading in the
face of tremendous competition from the
Caribbean Islands. Thus, many plantation
owners joined the rush inland. This
“ golden age” lasted nearly 100 years, and
opened the Sertao or backlands to further
mineral exploitation and some established
agriculture.
At the start of the 19th century,
revolutionary fervor swept the Spanish
colonies, but in Brazil people were illprepared and little-interested. Portugal’s
grip had been less tenacious than the
Spanish crow n’s. So as Bolivar,
O ’Higgins, San Martin and their troops
succeeded in removing the Spanish yoke,
the Brazilians imported theirs.
In 1808, Napoleon’s army forced the
Portuguese royal family to scuttle for
cover to Brazil. A decade later, King Joao
VI returned to Europe, but left his son,
Pedro I, who soon became the “ Perpetual
D efender and P ro tecto r o f the
Independent Empire of Brazil.” Thus
until 1888, when his declaration of the end
of slavery forced Pedro II from his
permanent throne, the nation experienced
prosperity and cultural development, but
gained little experience in selfgovernment.
By this time, the Brazilian people were a
many-hued melange, as centuries of
interbreeding wove together the African,
Amerindian and Iberian strains. Gilberto
Freyre’s Masters and Slaves advanced the
theory that comingling had produced a
“ new race,” but by and large, the vested
wealth, power and privilege stayed in the
hands of the “ pure” blooded descendants
of European stock. And new immigrants
continued to pour in from throughout the
Old World.

“ ancient and traditional ways of life.”
While such legal decisions have seldom
prevented human greed from having its
day, the SPI was remarkably successful in
preventing armed conflict from resulting
in genocide. But other forces were at work
as well. Native groups which had been
self-sufficient for millenia found their
religious practices prevented
by
missionaries, saw their lands evaporate
and stood helplessly by as one epidemic
after another flew through their ranks like
wildfire. Brazilian anthropologist Darcy
Ribeiro reports that between 1900 and
1957, more than 80 tribes came into
contact with Brazilian national society,
and the indigenous population dropped
from more than 1 million to fewer than
200,000. Some groups retreated into
further isolation, but those who became
“ integrated” found themselves living in
the greatest misery.

A SWING TO
THE LEFT
S THE century unfolded, eco

A

nomic activity increased substan
tially in Brazil, especially in the
area around Sao Paulo, which was to be
come one of the world’s great industrial
centers. The disparity of wealth grew even
more extreme, particularly in the eight
states of NE Brazil, which had long ago
been ravaged in the speculative cycles, and
among the urban poor who had largely
fled from intolerable conditions on the
land. This immense supply of cheap labor
was exploited at every turn.
In 1930, a revolution headed by Getulio
Vargas swept to power. A man of
dramatic contradictions, Vargas consoli
dated his position by deposing his own
government in 1937, inaugurating the Estado Novo—after the Mussolini model.
The next year, in the wake of a fascist
coup attempt, he declared himself a
populist. Despite tremendous right-wing
pressure, Vargas led Brazil into WWII on
the side of the allies, the only South
URING THE Pedros’ reign, coffee
American nation to participate. At war’s
end, a coup ousted Vargas and a liberal
republic
was restored in Brazil.
replaced the lagging gold mines a s,
Throughout this period, U.S. and
the major economic factor and
Brazil soon controlled the world market.European economic interests vied for
Boom-bust cycles in cocoa, rubber,control of Brazil’s vast resources. U.S. oil
companies were particularly eager to
cotton, oranges and even mate tea
explore and exploit the Amazon basin. In
followed. And each cycle left in its wake
1950, Vargas bounced back, winning the
ravaged lands, abandoned communities
presidency with the anti-imperialist slogan
and further depradations on the native
Opetroleo e nosso—the oil is ours.
peoples.
Petrobras, the state-owned oil company
At the start of the Twentieth Century,
created
by Vargas-introduced legislation
German-born professors could be found
in 1953, became the symbol of economic
teaching theories of white supremacy in
nationalism. In the space of seven years, it
Brazilian universities, and the hue of
was producing 45% of national
“ protect the settlers” was heard from
consumption. Vargas also developed a
distant Europe. The clamor for new lands
strong Ministry of Labor, linked directly
and the rush to garner windfall profits led
to the unions, which threatened big
to inevitable confrontations. Colonization
business
interests. He fell from power and
companies launched Amaracoes—Indian
committed suicide in 1954, blaming
hunting expeditions—with bounties paid.
“ hidden forces” and “ International
Candido Rondon, who had grown up
gro u p s” as the com pelling raison
among the Indians on the frontier,
d ’morte.
became the spokesm an for those
His successor, Juscelino Kubitschek,
who planned and built Brasilia, completed
his five-year elected term. The next elected
president resigned his office in the furor
arising from an award he’d given Che
G uevara, and Vice President Joao
Goulart became president. G oulart’s
policies veered increasingly leftward, but
his presidency was endorsed by an
overwhelming majority of Brazilians. His
bill limiting profit remittances abroad
squeezed through congress, and as foreign
investment dried up, inflation grew
rampant. Finally, in late March 1964,
Goulart was forced to flee to neighboring
Uruguay.

THE HOLOCAUST

D

“In the past ten
years more than
24%of the
Amazon has
been destroyed
GENERALS'
by the reckless THE
"REVOLUTION”
falling of
T
trees.’’

Brazilians who were horrified by reports
of the massacre of Indians tribes. Rondon
argued that the Indians were neither
savage nor barbarian, but merely a stage
in the overall development of human
civilization. In 1910, Rondon joined
a number of his fellow army officers in
establishing the Indian Protective Service
(SPI). The SPI’s enabling legislation
recognized the Indians’ rights to exist on
their own lands and to continue their
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HE PRETEXT for the generals’
“revolution” was that Goulart, like
A Vargas before him, had designs on
perpetuating himself in power. Secretary
of State Dean Rusk ju stified our
involvement by saying that the Brazilian
military would not act in the interests of
an privileged oligarchy, but would instead
act as a modernizing force. Though the
generals had stepped in to “ defend
democracy” and stabilize the economy,
elections were held in abeyance so the
economy could be rationalized, free from
political pressures. Rapid development in
the interests of all would surely soon
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follow. It was a dress rehearsal for the
much bloodier Chilean affair in 1973.
Investment security was ensured by a
very repressive counter-insurgency
apparatus: Brazil became a testing ground
for vicious torture techniques, and out-of
uniform police death squads disposed of
those people the military’s court system
dealt with too leniently. The popular
resistance struggled on for a number of
years, but the bonzinhos—good little
people—who filled the burgeoning
bureaucracies, the industrial working class
and the passive peasantry who comprised
the backbone of the Vargas-Goulart
forces, did not rise to the occasion. The
intelligentsia was dubbed the esquerda
festiva—festive left espousing radical
politics while living a life rooted in
bourgeois hedonism. All political parties
were liquidated, and two synthetic parties
were established to create the facsimile of
democracy. Brazilians joked that one said
“ Yes!” and the other “ Yes, Sir!”
Three months after the generals’ coup,
the government had intervened in more
than 450 unions, purging “ suspicious
elements” in their leadership. The
American Institute for Free Labor
Development (AIFLD), a branch of the
U.S. foreign policy team linked to the
AFL-CIO, an advocate of “ business
unionism,” trained many new leaders in
the U.S. just prior to Goulart’s fall. The
executive director of the AIFLD, William
Doherty, bragged that the “ Brazilian
trade unions are enjoying a freedom never
seen under Goulart.”
The climate of freedom that Mr.
Doherty applauded was equally afforded
the media. The relatively conservative
Inter-American Press Association
reported in 1973 that Brazil had “ no press
freedom whatsoever.” Even publications
of imaginative work was curbed and the
once promising Cinema Novo with its
themes of social protest and often
surrealist style simply became history.
Five presidents have succeeded one
another since 1964, all generals, with one,
in what is now the world’s most populous
Catholic country, a Presbyterian. By
some measures, their revolution has been
a smash, until recently. With investment
security ensured, U.S. aid and investment
from throughout the western world
poured in. Inflation was brought under
control and the economy spurted.
Between 1968 and 1973, the Brazilian
economy grew by 10% a year in real
terms. It was the widely hailed “ economic
miracle.”

overnight. In conjunction with the
highway project, Litton Industries
conducted an extensive aerial and satellite
mapping project which revealed an
immense bounty of heretofore unknown
mineral deposits.
Those findings were coupled with the
discoveries of thousands of prospectors
who surged across the Amazon. Fabulous
quantities of iron, bauxite, tin, gold and
uranium were unearthed, with mineral
claims jumping from 2,000 in 1968 to
more than 20,000 in 1975. Other
corporations have begun large scale
timber, cattle and agricultural ventures
with the blessing of the generals, many of
whom have suddenly developed a
financial stake in those projects’ success.
Jose Lutzenburger, Brazil’s leading
environmentalist, calls them “ the
mafia” —“ henchmen for multinational
business.”
The entire array of Western technology
(large tractors dragging cables in tandem
across the jungle floor, 2,4,5-T, 2,4-D,
Agent Orange and fire) are used to clear
vast tracts. According to Marvick Kleer of
the University of Riberao Preto, “ in the
past ten years more than 24% of the
Amazon has been destroyed by the
reckless felling of trees.” Some of the
cleared areas are already turning into
desert. Because of the fragility of the soil
base, erosion begins immediately once the
land is cleared, and though the first two
crop cycles are often good, within five
years the soils can no longer hold water
and often are reduced to impermeable
lateritic sandstone, the substance
underlying most of the Amazon. Harold
Sioli of the Max Planck Institute of
Limnology in West Germany claims “ the
Amazon is more delicate than any other
natural area of the world.” Sioli’s studies
indicate that currently the Amazon Basin
produces roughly 50% of the oxygen
added to the earth’s atmosphere annually.
The burning of the Amazon rain forest,
he warned, would send vast quantities of
stored carbon into the air, and have
unpredictable but drastic effects on the
earth’s temperature. From a planetary
point of view, he claimed, continuance of
such deforestation could only be suicidal
in its effects.

CARRY ON BOYS

T

HOUGH scientists and environ
mentalists may howl, a government
JR, in power by force of arms has only
to listen to its conscience and examine its
checkbook. And since the timber reserves
OME COULD handily claim that
of Africa and South Asia are soon to be
exhausted and as world beef prices have
risen to profitable heights, the Brazilian
they had never had it so good. In
profitable heights, the Brazilian
Sao Paulo and Belo Horizonte, cap
government has proffered both fiscal and
ital of the mineral-rich Minas Gerais state, tax incentives to promote large scale
where Brazil’s headiest capitalists resided, investment in timber and cattle
a “ factory a day” was opened and
countless skyscrapers shot into the sky.
And drawing on the bandeirante
tradition, these investors and thousands
of prospectors and settlers joined the
state-owned corporations and the
multinationals in opening up the interior
and finally the Amazon basin itself.
The region contains over a twentieth of
the planet’s land area, a fifth of its water
and a third of its forests. Still by 1972, the
Amazon was contributing only 4% to the
nation’s GNP.
The capitalists were ready. Immediately
following the “ revolution,” laws that had
required government control of Brazil’s
mineral resources and limited their
exploitation to Brazilian companies were
reversed. And new legislation was passed
as needed to encourage operations on the
scale chosen by the conglomerates.
Hannah Mining, U.S, Steel, the German
Thyssen group, the Patino Tin Syndicate,
to name a few, joined their Brazilian
operations. Both experienced hands (the
colleagues in opening up a number of
King Ranch of Texas, Georgia-Pacific of
mining projects. The state-owned
and
Oregon)
babes-in-the-woods
Companhia Vale do Rio Doce merged its
(Volkswagen, Liquigas—the Italian
borrowing power and political sway with
industrial chemical firm) have followed
the multinationals on the largest projects.
their financial noses.
A major stumbling block to earlier
Their strategies draw heavily on
development had been the lack of a
experience in different fields and different
transportation network other than the
climates. Volkswagen, with enormous
Amazon itself. Yet in only four years in
profits derived from its virtual dominance
the early ’70s, three major highway
of Brazil’s domestic automobile market,
projects covering thousands of miles were
has invested heavily in land and cattle.
begun and completed by the Brazilian
While I was there, a Brazilian
National Highway Department. More
acquaintance claimed the fire Volkswagen
than $400 million in loans from the Inter
set to clear one tract of land “ was the only
American Development and World Banks
man-made phenomenon visible to the
set in gear the massive earthmoving
Apollo astronauts as they circled the
equipment that literally moved mountains

PROSPERITY
KNOCKS BET ONCE

S

earth.” Liquigas, according to Fortune
magazine, plans to build an airstrip on
their cattle ranch big enough to land
chartered jets. “ The company will
slaughter on the ranch, package the meat
in supermarket cuts with the price
stamped in lire, and fly it direct to Italy
letting nature do the chilling job at 30,000
feet.”
While you digest your flash-frozen
flank steak, consider the possibilities of
“ sustained yield” forestry on this fragile
world. Highly debatable in our temperate
zone, sustained yield assumes the Amazon
rain forest is a renewable resource, which
is foolhardy and untrue.
G e o r g ia - P a c if ic ’s c u t-a n d -ru n
philosophy is well suited to a partnership
with the generals. Arriving relatively late
on the Oregon timber scene and
frequently criticized for not following
sustained yield practices, G-P closed out
its hardwood plant operatons in Coos Bay
last October and next year will return to
its “ home office” in Atlanta. The
greenbacks they’ve been cutting from our
soil all these years are winging their way
south never to return. Like many U.S.
corporations, Georgia-Pacific finds it
easier to export its earnings to a repressive
third world haven than to make long-term
investments on American soil. Ask those
people in Coos Bay who are now looking
for work.

Like many U.S.
corporations,
Georgia-Pacific
finds it easier
to export its
earnings to a
repressive third
world haven,
than to make
long-term
investments on
American soil.

THE MAD BARON

T

HE LEADER of the pack, with a
development that far overshadows
his “competitors,” is Daniel Keith
A
Ludwig, an American enterpreneur whose
3.5 million-acre Jari estate was purchased
in 1967 for only $3 million from a Brazil
ian rubber trader. Jari is the size of Conn
ecticut, the largest private holding in the
Western Hemisphere.

Ludwig has been accused variously of
deforesting more than 6,000 square miles
of jungles, of flying out gold, uranium and
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other valuable minerals through a
network of clandestine jungle airstrips, of
paying most of his laborforce only U.S.
$1.60 a day while holding them in the
jungle under duress with private security
guards, and of flaunting his power while
creating a “ state within a state.”
A project of this scale requires massive
capital (since 1967, Ludwig has pumped
an average of $180,000 daily into Jari),
but this multi-billionaire (a fortune earned
with his shipping company, National Bulk
Carriers) has it. According to Roberto de
Oliveira Campos, Brazil’s former Minister
of Planning who convinced him to make
the investment, Ludwig is “ accustomed to
investing in lunatic adventures, and just as
accustomed to having them pay off.”
Now 83, Ludwig pursues his adventures
largely for his own pleasure, as he has no
known heirs.
Despite substantial Brazilian and
international criticism, Jari is regularly
cited as the “ model integrated industrial
complex” the government wants to
encourage throughout the Amazon. His
piece de resistance was the arrival of a
floating pulp mill, constructed in Japan
and towed 13,000 miles around South
America and up the Amazon to Jari. It’s
slated to produce 750 tons of kraft paper
each day. The heavy pollution generated
is just another price of progress. Virtually
everything Jari produces (Ludwig is
experimenting with soybeans, sugar cane,
herds of water buffalo, etc.) is destined
for export.
But foreign observers, according to
anthropologist Shelton Davis, “ have been
mesmerized by the technological scale of
Ludwig’s effort and continue to accept
uncritically the Brazilian government’s
claim that it is now interested in
protecting the natural resources of the
region. In the end, the primary losers in
what National Geographic recently
headlined as ‘Mr. Ludwig’s Billion Dollar
Gamble’ may turn out to be the future
generations of Brazilians.”

VICTIMS TODAY

D

UT IF the heirless Mr. Ludwig is
■ laughing his way to the bank,
plenty of present day Brazilians
are waiting for a drop from the trickle
down hose. Though the number of work
ing family members had doubled from one
to two among the working class, the aver
age family income is now lower than in
1958. The rural poor, with little to show
for promises of jobs and land in the
Amazon, are truly suffering. In the
chronically
depressed
Northeast,
malnutrition, infant mortality as high as
25% illiteracy of more than 50% and an
average annual income of approximately
$150 (1/5 the national average) indicate an
almost total abandonment by the national
government.
The key to this entire pattern is the
word “ export.” An export economy
breeds dependency, internal disruption
and as Shelton Davis puts it, “ has taken
food away from the domestic market and
worsened the already severe pattern of
hunger and malnourishment that
characterizes the majority of the
population of Brazil.” As you read this,
one child is dying every minute in NE
Brazil.
The front line victims of this economy,
so caught up in its own momentum it
can’t slow down, are the 200,000 Indians
still living at the furthest reaches of the
nation. It is now unlikely that native
groups remain which have avoided
contact with “ civilization.” The governor
of the frontier state of Roraima, General
Fernando Ramos Pereira, states, “ an area
as rich as this—with gold, diamonds and
uranium—cannot afford the luxury of
conserving half a dozen Indian tribes who
are holding back the development of
Brazil.”
The largest unassimilated tribe is the
famous Yanomamo, called the “ fierce
people” by anthropologist Napoleon
Chagnon, for what he perceived to be
their “ high capacity for rage” and
generally aggressive behavior. Still 12,000
strong, their lands straddle the borders
between the far NW corner of Brazil and
the Amazon sections of Venezuela and
Colombia. The Yanomamo’s cultural
integrity and indeed their survival are
directly threatened by the construction of
the Northern Perimeter Highway across
their land and the discovery of gold and
uranium.
Recently the
German
government signed a long-term agreement
I
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with Brazil for the provision of natural
uranium in exchange for the most
advanced nuclear technology—an $8
billion project. And that uranium is
largely on Yanomamo land. A gold rush is
currently underway, with 60% of the
prospectors reported to be carriers of
malaria and hepatitus. Epidemics and
ethnocide are beginning to reduce the
“ fierce people” to prostitutes and beggars
on what remains of their land after
“ national needs” are served. Like sages
are transpiring across Brazil.
The descendant of Rondon’s Indian
Protective Service, FUNAI, vested with
the role of protecting Indian interests
while slowly “ integrating them into
national society,” has recently acquired a
new president, Colonel Joao Nobre da
Veiga, who was previously head of
information and security for an affiliate
of the powerful state-owned Companhia
Vale do Rio Doce, the mineral company
with its tentacles reaching into Indian
lands everywhere. With the fox in the
henhouse, the struggle to protect Indian
rights has fallen into the hands of the
Indians themselves, and their national and
international supporters.

shining sea. Several obstacles stand in the
way, but so did Mexico, Russia, Franc
and England in our nation’s past. Empire
has often been used historically to guise a
nation’s deep-seated internal problems,
while making the future more attractive
than the present. Brazilians popularly call
their country “ the land of the 21st
century.”
Author and MDB state representative
Fernando Morais responded to the
government’s assertion that Brazil is an
intermediate power in a multipolar world:
“ What power? Is a country a power
where the people don’t have enough to
eat, where the external debt ascends to $60
billion? Is it a power because we have
eight nuclear plants? The idea of being an
intermediate power is simply a delirium,
an erotic fantasy of the military.”
But
the
tremendous
external
indebtedness, the wild inflation, and a
history that dismisses an “ inferior
people” as an obstacle to manifest destiny
sounds familiar. The holocaust that has
nearly eliminated the native people of
Brazil is no less virulent than that which
happened in Nazi Germany, despite its
lack of international attention. External
expansion might swiftly follow.
Sudetenland-Paraguay is so linked to the
Brazilian economy that in parts of the
country
only
cruzeiros—Brazil’s
currency—are honored. Paraguay would
fall quickly if the generals so chose.
NE NIGHT in Belo Horizonte, as I
Uruguay, once Brazilian turf, would soon
follow. Bolivia, Peru, Ecuador, Indian
watched a Godard film in a
nations despite their small white
uppercrusts, are staggering under the
downtown cinema, the sound of
what appeared to be grenades or mortarssame debt load that curses Brazil, but with
little infrastructure development to show
reverberated outside. Many patrons exited
hurriedly fearing the worst, while 1 sat
for it. They have the Andes for
through till film’s end, my imagination
protection, but their militaries are puny
running wild. Student demonstrations had
compared to Brazil’s.
been taking place in many cities, and
Only Argentina, with its viciously antithough the government response had been
Semitic fascist government currently
engaged in wiping out all internal
restrained, they threatened brutal
opposition, could stand up to Brazil. But
retaliation if things got out of control.
the population disparity is four to one,
The noise turned out to be festive revelry,
but we’d all been scared.
and the Argentine economy has been
stagnant while the Brazilian “ miracle”
has been occurring. Brazil now stands as
the capo di tutti capi of the military
dictatorships of the Southern cone. Her
current role is to protect U.S. and allied
interests in the region, much as the Shah’s
Iran served in the Middle East. But power
shifts, or further internal disruption could
serve to spring Brazil onto the stage she
picks, for her own reasons. This scenario
of Brazilian hegemonism is still a fantasy.
But the roots of predatory fascism are
deep. No dramatic change will take place
in a vacuum, as the superpowers
themselves prime up for another round of
colonial war games (EI Salvador,
Afghanistan).

THE EROTIC
FANTASY

O

He was partGerman, partItalian, partBrazilian and
)art anything
le needed to
have his way
with things.

Business Week reported recently that
after a “ decade of stability, Brazil’s
political and economic climate can no
longer be taken for granted.” Prolonged
strikes and mass demonstrations are
happening more frequently. The synthetic
opposition party, MDB, has begun to take
itself seriously, and has several times
garnered more votes than the official
ARENA party. While it has been
advantageous to permit democratic
openings during a period of reckless
internal expansion, the generals’ regime
has proven itself equally capable of
bloodthirsty behavior when it felt that was
required. This will undoubtedly prove
easier as the shift to the Reagan era
becomes manifest.
Today, though high rise apartments,
well-stocked department stores and that
bottom line of Western civilization, the
motor vehicle, have created a false sense
of well being, inflation is once again on
the rise, over 140% annually. The nation
is in debt some $60 billion. More than half
the $13 billion in export earnings goes to
service the debt, with the remainder
insufficient to pay for petroleum imports.
The Brazilian people, particularly the
middle class and poor, are being asked to
pay the price of this hasty development.
One seldom-mentioned aspect of this
surge across the continent, with highways,
airstrips
and
communications
infrastructures now largely in place, is the
long-held Brazilian dream of empire. One
theory holds that Brazil will only be great
when, like the U.S., it reigns from sea to

After a late nite snooze and rendezvous
with the 20 odd trucks which made up the
caravan, all hauling large hardwood
planks to the prosperous Venezuelan
market, we rose early. One of the eager
beavers mired his truck in the viscous clay
so completely that when another truck
attempted to pass him, it lost its load and
tied up the rest of the right of way. So,
willing or not, the entire energies of the
fleet were focused on their plight, and I
was welcomed to the struggle. Rocks were
hauled, planks positioned and thousands
of oaths flew to the sky, the soil and the
guilty drivers. I witnessed and experienced

Brazil became a
testing ground
for vicious
torture
techniques, the
out-of-uniform
police death
squads disposed
of those people
the military’s
court system
dealt with too
leniently.

great comraderie, a collective energy that
finally prevailed.
No sooner free and past the roadblock
than our vehicle’s load shifted as the
wheels settled into a cavernous rut, and a
passing 4-wheel rig was hailed to carry me
on my way. My “ savior” throttled his
beast into moving out, and we quickly
chewed up the distance to the border.
He was part-German, part-Italian, partBrazilian and part anything he needed to
have his way with things. He carried three
passports, a bundle of Indian spears he
hoped to trade and an urgency that
overshadowed any generosity in his spirit.
LEFT Brazil in an impoverished
He told me he was “ heading to Caracas
for tractor parts I can’t get quick enough
state, walking out of Boa Vista with
in Brazil.” It was clear that nothing was
my thumb outstretched, across a vast
going to get in his way. He told me he had
savannah. The road is very recent. Mount “ 10,000 or so acres and I’m just getting
Roraima, Sir Conan Doyle’s Lost World
started.” When we reached the border, he
is witnessed en route. The sun was fierce,
bribed and thoroughly intimidated the
the rains torrential, but I stood my ground
Brazilian official, and finding my visa
when offered a ride-for-pay to the border.
clearance would take a half hour of his
My forced march continued late into the
valuable time, he abandoned me as readily
evening, with my only fellow beings cattle
as he picked me up.
grazing in the distance. I catnapped
Only later did I realize what he and his
around 11 pm, only to be awakened by the
friends are up to in the Amazon. They
rumble of trucks, many trucks, a short
should be stopped.
while later.
The first two who passed me
undoubtedly took me for an apparition, a
bearded night spirit to be avoided at all
costs. The gurgle of a stream brought
forward my dehydration, and 1 threw
myself onto the ground, pack still in
place, to draw water to my lips. I lay there
■ 1GHLY recommended reading is
U s h e l t o n Davis’ Victims o f the
for a few seconds in a kind of reverie. A
truck drew to a halt nearby, and with my
Miracle: Development and the Indians o f
piteous approximation of Portuguese, I
Brazil, the source of much of the
talked my way into a center seat between
information in this article. He is director
driver and assistant.
of the Anthropology Research Center
No sooner inside than I felt a wave of
(ARC, 59 Temple Place, Boston, MA
heat unlike any I’d ever experienced. I
02111), whose newsletter and bulletins are
jumped, I twitched, and I’m sure 1 was
the best source of information and
taken for a convulsive, until the assistant
suggested action on the Brazilian Indian’s
leaped in his seat and screamed bloody
critical struggle.
murder. I’d lain in a bed of fire ants who
The writings of Jorge Amado, Carolina
were intent on eating me alive. The
Maria de Jesus and Machado de Assis, the
assistant and I did our St. Vitus dance
music of Milton Nascimento, Hector
together, my strains unfortunately coming
Villa-Lobos and Chico Buarque, and the
in staccato while his were moderato. How
work of many other fine writers and
the driver, who cursed me and my people
artists are becoming more readily
under his breath, remained immune I’ll
available here. Allow them to open a door
never know. We picked them off, finally
to this rich, exciting, disturbing culture.
stopping to shake out our clothes, and I
It’s been a one-way exchange for far too
was allowed to ride on.
long.
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To Find Out More

IF THE MORAL MAJORITY HAS I I S I N K
YOUD BETTER START PRAYING.
They do, and we would defend that right. Even
those who oppose the Bill of Rights are pro
tected by the First Amendment. The danger
lies in the content of their views, not in their
right to express them.
Nor is it a question of partisan politics.
There have been shifts of power from one
party to another before. That is not what con
cerns us. The American Civil Liberties Union
is non-partisan and does not endorse or oppose
candidates for public office. But we will make
certain that, whatever other changes may
occur in the political arena, the Constitution
does not become a casualty of the new order.

The Moral Majority—and other groups
like them —think that children
should pray in school. Not ju^t
their children. Your children.
But that’s just the beginning.
They want their religious
doctrines enacted into law and
imposed on everyone.
If they believe that birth control
is a sin, then you should not be allowed to use
contraceptives.
If they believe that abortion is wrong, then
you should not be allowed to have one.
If they believe that the Bible condemns
homosexuality, then the law should punish
homosexuals.
If they believe that a man should be the
breadwinner and the divinely appointed head of
the family, then the law should keep women in
their place.
If they are offended by the ideas in certain
books, then the law should ban those books
from your libraries and schools.
And like Joe McCarthy, they believe that
anyone who disagrees with them should be
barred from teaching in the public schools.
These new groups are on the march and
growing stronger each day. Their agenda is
clear and frightening: they mean to capture the
power of government and use it to establish a
nightmare of religious and political orthodoxy.
And they are dangerously deceptive. They
appear to represent American patriotism,
because they wrap themselves in the American
flag and use words like “family” and “life” and
“tradition.”
In fact, their kind of “patriotism” violates
every principle of liberty that underlies the
American system of government. It is intoler
ant. It stands against the First Amendment
guarantees of freedom of expression and sepa
ration of church and state. It threatens aca
demic freedom. And it denies to whole groups
of people the equal protection of the laws.
Make no mistake about it: the new evan
gelicals are not a conservative movement. True
conservatives place great value on the Bill of
Rights—a tim e-tested document designed to
guarantee individual rights by limiting the
powers of government.
In fact, the new evangelicals are a radical
anti-Bill-of-Rights movement. They seek not to
conserve traditional American values, but to
overthrow them. Their agenda represents
massive government intrusion. And conserva
tives as well as liberals should stand up against
them.

WHAT THE ACLU CAN DO.
For 60 years, the American Civil Liberties
Union has been the organization that protects
the Bill of Rights. As former Chief Justice Earl
Warren wrote:
“The A C LU has stood foursquare against the
recurring tides of hysteria that from time to time
threaten freedoms everywhere... Indeed, it is
difficult to appreciate how far our freedoms
might have eroded had it not been for the
Union’s valiant representation in the courts
of the constitutional rights of people of all per
suasions, no matter how unpopular or even
despised by the majority they were at the
time. ”
We’ve been there in the past and we’ll
be there in the days ahead. We will m eet
the anti-Bill-of-Rights forces in the Con
gress, in the courts, before state and
local legislatures, at school board hear
ings. W herever they threaten, we will be
th e re —with lawyers, lobbyists, staff and
volunteers—to resist their attem pts to deprive
you of your liberty and violate your rights.

WHAT YOU CAN DO.
The ACLU, like the Moral Majority,
depends on individual contributions. But they
raise more money in a few weeks
than we raise in a year.
We can only be as strong as the
number of people who support us.
Ultimately, the protection of your
rights depends not on legislatures,
not on who gets elected President, not
even on the courts. It depends on indi
vidual citizens, aware of the fragility of
liberty, alert to the forces that imperil it,
and prepared to give of themselves in order
to preserve it.
In the past, when the Bill of Rights was in
danger, enough people recognized the threat,
and came together in time to repel it. Such a
time has come again.
It is up to you to assure that the Bill of
Rights will be passed on intact to the next
generation.
Please send us your contribution before ■
another day passes.
Without your help, we don’t have a prayer

THE DANGER POINT.
These groups have already had
alarming success. They have been
pivotal in blocking passage of the
E.R.A. in fifteen states. Public school
boards all over the country have banned
and imposed prayer and other religious cere
monies.' State legislatures have begun placing
increasingly severe restrictions on a woman’s
right to have an abortion. And there is mount
ing pressure to pass laws requiring the teaching
of the Biblical account of creation as an
alternative to evolution.
They have grown into a rich and powerful
force in this country.
How rich? In a week, the Moral Majority
raises a million dollars with its television program.
How powerful? In the last election, key
members of Congress were successfully tar
geted by them for defeat, because of their posi
tions on abortion, E. R. A., and other civil
liberties issues.
And the head of the Moral Majority prom
ises more of the same. At a press conference a
week after the election, he warned elected offi
cials, both Republican and Democrat, to “get in

step” or “be prepared to be unemployed.”
Already there is talk of constitutional
amendments that would impose prayer in the
public schools and outlaw all abortions. And leg
islation has been introduced that would strip
federal courts of their authority even to hear
constitutional cases.
In the Senate, Strom Thurmond will now
chair the Judiciary Committee, which controls
most legislation affecting the courts and the
Constitution. Senator Thurmond favors repeal
of the Voting Rights Act of 1965, and has
announced his support of much of the Moral
Majority’s program. He has actively opposed
civil rights and civil liberties for thirty years.
Now he may prevail.
We are facing a major struggle over the
Bill of Rights. This struggle does not involve
the question of whether the Moral Majority and
other groups like them have the right to speak.

AMERICAN CIVIL LIBERTIES UNION

•

Suite 601. 534 SW 3rd, Portland, OR 97204

□ I want to join the ACLU and help fight the new antiBill-of-Rights movement. Enclosed is my check in
the amount indicated below.
I
□ I do not want to become a member, but enclosed is
my contribution.
|
1 —1 I -im already an ACLU member; enclosed is an extra
|
contribution.
□ $25 n $ 5 0 QSIOO □ $1,000 □ More
N
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is fine.”

THE CRIB
EMPOWERING THE PEOPLE
BY PEGGY LINDQUIST

THE

CRIB ’S

Linda Johnson

URVIVAL CAN MEAN know
something that belonged to all of us,
the people involved, so we had
ing how to trap animals and
build shelters in the woods. Or it can ultimate say of what happened and
how it operated. The problem with
mean building a bomb shelter in your
backyard arjd filling it with food
that was, one, none of us had any
community experience, secondly, the
supplies. But for people who are poor
d id n ’t have
any
com m unity
and living in the inner-city, survival in
understanding of what a co-op was.
these times may be better defined as
A co-op in our background was
learning how to do things for
hippie generation, pot smoking and
yourselves as a community, so you’re
all that other kind of stuff.” Typical
not dependent on the whimsey of
of Linda’s pragmatic approach is the
fickle politics and governm ent
solution to that semantic problem.
is an
CRIB
THE
charity.
“ Instead of co-op we say extended—
organization o f “ survivalists” in
Extended child care facility, extended
A lbina
P o rtla n d ’s
No'rtheast
learning center, extended market.
community who are doing just that.
Because we had to find something
They are pooling their own resources
that people could relate to. In our
to provide education, food, earning
community extended family is a very
opportunities and help in dealing with
well-known concept. And so right
institutions for anyone in their
now that’s what we use. We don’t
community. “ One of the main things
want to shortstop our success because
we do, we develop cooperative
of what we’re called.”
n etw o rk s,” says TH E C R IB ’s
The child care facility never got off
volunteer director, Linda Johnson.
the ground, although Linda is still
“ We want to empower the people.”
interested in the idea. (“ I can show
I talked to Linda in her office in the
you the blueprints,” she says wryly.)
King Neighborhood Facility, which
But they are operating a youth
houses a number of social service
tutoring program, an adult literacy
organizations and is connected by a
program , food d istribution, a
courtyard to the King School. She is
Saturday market, a school advocacy
relaxed and direct and the clear sense
program and a new landlord-tenant
of purpose which seems to move THE
telephone hotline. In addition, they
CRIB is apparent as she talks. There
are advocates of whatever issues their
is a constant subdued hum to the
members feel are important as when
place with occasional interruptions

T

HE CRIB operates a youth tu

toring program out of a school
room at the 1 King Facility from
to 5 every weekday. This program is
currently staffed by CETA Youth
Career Training participants and
supervised by 20-year-old James
Morrison, who works with THE
CRIB as part of a program to get high
school dropouts into the workforce. I
stopped by one Friday to talk to the
staff and take a look at the program.
I was greeted by two friendly, quiet
young men who said that James
would be there in a minute. Children
and tutors drifted in as they finished
with school and talked or just
relaxed. There was nothing frenzied
about this gathering. James arrived
and we sat on a couple of desks in the
corner while we talked. He seemed
both serious and enthusiastic about
his work.
“ We reinforce skills, here,” James
explained. “ We work wjth kids on
whatever their weak points are.”
Each child is evaluated in order to
determine where help is needed and is
assigned to a particular tutor. And
the end of each day, the tutor makes a
written report of the child’s progress.
“We try to get away from the idea that
we are providing day care.”
The program , however, is not

tutor who quietly encourages them as
they work on math or reading. The
children squirm and fiddle and yet
their attention rarely leaves the
subject at hand. Two children leave
2:30the classroom to go to a nearby
conference room where tutors work
with them on particular problems
such as learning the alphabet or
sounding out letters.
Morrison says he asks the tutors to
have patience when working with the
children, something he says he had to
learn when he first started. If he sees
a tutor becoming frustrated with a
particular child, he’ll have another
tutor take over. “ This is an age where
they (the children) are hungry to
learn. We don’t want to make them
scared to ask or scared to learn. And
scared to ask is the same as scared to
learn, to m e.” He is confident that
the care they take with the children
will pay off. “ Some of the parents
think of this as babysitting. But that’s
o.k. because I know that what we do
here will show up eventually in their
report card and in their attitude.”
During this summer, the program
operates from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. and is
housed at Adams High School.
CRIB
TH E
way
A nother
champions the school child is through
their Septima Clark School Advocacy
Program. Septima Clark, an 83-yearold North Carolina woman, worked
in the 1950s to teach blacks to read so

S

Aneetra Harris works o u t her m ath problems in the class fo r
6 and 7 year olds.

Funding for THE CRIB would baffle
most bureaucrats. Membership in the
organization costs $2 a month plus 25C
for each activity or service the
member takes advantage of.
when a teenager asks for help in
writing his resume or when another
volunteer consults with Linda about a
child whose teacher wants to hold
him back a grade.
Johnson has been working with
THE CRIB as a volunteer since its
beginnings in 1978 when a group of
working parents got together to form
a cooperative childcare facility. “ We
were looking for twenty-four hour
and weekend care. And it didn’t exist.
So we thought ‘Ahah! T hat’s a good
project to get involved in.’ We started
here in Northeast Portland and we
rented a house with the concept of
total home environment.”
Thus the name THE CRIB: Total
Creative
Hom e
E nvironm ent;
Instructional
and
Recreation
Buildings. “ It had to be a home
environment because that was what
we were looking for. It had to be
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they became involved in fighting
welfare cuts this fall or joined the
Black United Front in the dispute
over school busing of black children.
“ All of these things have come from
an expressed need from our group
and one of the things we always say is
we will not start any activity under
the auspices of THE CRIB unless the
members request that we get in that
area. We are volunteers and our
people are not clients, they are
participants. The program belongs to
the community.” Any direction they
feel needs to take place under the
auspices of THE CRIB can be done
because the majority rules. Now,
some people say that’s a dangerous
thing but the point is, all you want to
do is to get people to take charge, to
take control of what their
environm ent is dictating. And
however you want to take care of that

Lavel Broadus sits proudly in fro n t o f his A paper.
overly rigid. There is a lot of
respectful give and take between the
high-school aged tutors and the
elementary school children. There are
no harsh demands, and no physical
discipline. And there is tolerance.
“ We give them time to just relax and
play when they first come in. I know
if I had been in the classroom for five
hours, I wouldn’t want to get right
back to work. We don’t have to have
all the discipline that they do in
school because we don’t have thirty
kids for one teacher. So we just let
them be kids because that’s what they
are. They’re too young to be in the
Army.”
At about 3:30, the children move in
twos and threes to desks around the
edges of the room. At each desk is a

Photographs by Laurie Meeker

they could pass the literacy test which
was a prerequisite to voting. She has
had a tremendous effect on literacy as
well as political action. So THE
CRIB took on her name and spirit in
creating a way of helping parents
negotiate with school officials.
Volunteer advocates intercede on
behalf of parents in such issues as
expulsion, discipline, individual study
programs and the child’s permanent
record. Sometimes the advocate
the
facilitate
helps
simply
communication between the parent
and teacher or principal. As Linda
Johnson put it, “ even I take an
advocate along when I go to talk to a
principal. I’m not always too rational
when it comes to my own kids.”
The role of advocates can be

expanded in the community for
within this project is an important
seed of self-help. Johnson sees a time
not too distant when organizations
like Legal Aid will disappear.
Unfortunately, these organizations
while providing useful services have
not “ empowered the people to
continue on after they are gone. What
happens,” she asks, “ when they’re
all gone and nobody cares about
enforcing the laws?” As an answer,
she proposes to train more volunteer
paralegals who can act as advocates
to people in the community. THE
CRIB is soliciting sponsorships of
$100 from businesses and private
clubs to fund a paralegal for a year.
This am ount will cover food,
transportation and childcare.

com m unity, som ething which is
painfully scarce now, and the housing
component of THE CRIB is looking
into building or buying housing to be
cooperatively owned by the residents.
Linda is undaunted by the size of the
project or the lack of capital. “ We’ve
operated for three years with no
money. I don’t think I’m being
optimistic. We could put it together
even if we sell shares to our
m em bers.” For now, they are
operating a landlord/tenant hotline
where people can get answers to
questions about their legal rights over
the phone.
Funding for THE CRIB would
baffle most bureaucrats. Membership
in the organization costs $2 a month
plus 25C for each activity or service
the member takes advantage of. Ms.
distrib u tio n
FOOD
HE
Johnson says they d o n ’t coerce
program, called Hi Chair, is
people to pay the dues because they
operated by volunteers who pick thedon’t want to scare anybody off and
food up from the Food Bank (which
they would rather spend their time
gathers food from whatever sources
elsewhere. But they bring in enough
will donate it for Portland’s hungry)
from their 580-some members to pay
and hand it out at their King Facility
the rent. They also get CETA money
office once a week. Sixty to seventy
to hire teenagers to work in their
members take advantage of this novarious projects as part of the Youth
questions-asked service for a 25C fee.
Career Training Program, and have a
“ A lot of people say, well, they’ve
grant from the McKenzie River
got food stamps so they don’t need
Gathering to pay expenses for parents
that much food,” says Johnson. “ See
who use their school advocacy
I know that the street value of food
program. This last expenditure is
stamps is a third of the face value.
necessary according to Ms. Johnson
O.K? T h a t’s reality. People are
because “ these are barriers in our
selling food stamps to subsidize their
community. People are interested,
income. Now I can’t say they’re
but you’ve got to realize that people
their food stamps cause I don’t know
don’t have the tangible things in our
that they’re selling them. But I know
community that other communities
that if I were hard pressed for money,
have so we’ve got to remove the
you know you’re going to provide for
barriers toward participation.”
your family. We have people who are
The rest of the labor is volunteered.
utilizing our food distribution aspect,
Linda is firm about her volunteer
some don’t receive food stamps,
status. “ This is my personal opinion:
some do receive food stamps. So
I don’t think you can get a good
we’re saying we only subsidize what
volunteer who is interested in the
they have because we have to be very
success or failure of the group if the
realistic about this whole thing. And
person they’re volunteering for is
we don’t have to operate with a sheet
getting paid. If you really believe
over our eyes.”
what you say you believe, then you

T

we just let them be kids because th a t’s
what they are. They’re too young to
be in the Army.
have got to commit yourself as much
as you’re asking the volunteer to.
Now, that might be a ploy to get
people to work,” she added laughing,
“ but I wouldn’t ask them to do any
more than I d o .”
“ I think that what we have to be
talking about are what kind of
networks can be developed now to
safeguard ourselves from the pressure
that’s going to take place.” For THE
CRIB’s members, the pressure will
certainly be a drastic cut in food
stam ps and other governm ent
benefits along with continued
increases in the cost of clothing,
housing, fuel and food. As the poor
are increasingly abandoned, Linda
fears there will be friction among the
hungry and that food riots will be the
next kind of riots we see here.
So she would like to see people
start putting 10% of every dollar they
have
an
developing
tow ard
emergency storehouse for the family.
And she sees the possibility of bulk
buying on a community basis: food,
clothing and fuel. And the creation of
solar and wind power as resources for
the poor. THE CRIB, she believes,
can be the vehicle for this community
self-sufficiency.
At the end of conversation, I asked
Linda if she didn’t think she was
rather unusual to be coordinating this
effort as a volunteer with such
dedication. And didn’t she see that
this kind of organization was not
necessarily repeatable in other
communities. “ Well,” she said, “ I’d
like to think I’m unusual but the truth
is I’m not. I know this can happen in
other communities because it is
happening. There’s a group in San
OHNSON SEEMS to have
Francisco that’s doing the same kind
limitless vision of the possibilities
of thing. And the way I look at it, if a
of cooperative community action. community can’t find the people to
For example, she wants to create
make this happen, they don’t need
housing
the
in
affordable
•
it.”

It was out of this program that the
adult literacy project grew. Workers
helping to distribute food began
noticing that some of the adults who
came to pick up food couldn’t read
the signs with instructions printed on
them. They would often bring a child
along to read for them. Now the
project has about 15 adults (age 16
and over) being taught to read every
Wednesday and Thursday from 7 to 9
p.m. Their objective is to bring
reading skills up to the third grade
level at which point community
college classes can take over in
helping them toward their Graduate
Equivalence Degree (G.E.D.).
As a first step toward creating
earning opportunities in their
CRIB has
com m unity, TH E
organized an Extended Saturday
Market, held the second and third
Saturdays of each month (beginning
in May) in the underground parking
lot of Fred Meyers on Killingsworth
and Union. People can bring just
about anything to sell: baked goods,
produce, crafts, clothing, and the
cost to the vendor is $5 each
Saturday. It has been well-attended
and Linda wants to boost the business
further with live entertainment. She
sees this as one of the few outlets for
N .E. teenagers to make money
legally. “ We have one teenager who
came and sold her clothes and dolls
and toys she no longer needed. The
next time she saw we didn’t have
coffee and it was cold so she came
down and sold coffee.” The market
will continue at least through the
summer and possibly into December.

J

SUMMER O F '81
BOOK ARTS & CALLIGRAPHY
DRAWING & DESIGN
FIBERS & TEXTILES
METALWORKING

CERAMICS
PRINTMAKING
PHOTOGRAPHY
W OODW ORKING

College Credit Available
Summer classes and Workshops
Beginning All Summer Long
Call 297-5544 for information

at the west end of Burnside
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WITH THE MORAL MAJORITY
ON THE RISE, THE WHOLE IDEA
IS UNDER RECONSIDERATION

ABORTION

IN THE HALLS OF CONGRESS
By Carol Sherman and Roger Margolis
NE

OF

THE

a
of
liabilities
democratic government is the potential
m a j o r i t y ru n n in g
over the rights of the
individual. But more often, it is the
apathy of the majority that allows a
fervent, well-organized minority to
impose its will. This is particularly
tru e in m atters o f m orality.
Prohibition, for example, was made
part of the Constitution in 1919 when
a zealous minority, hell-bent on legis
lating sobriety for the entire country,
succeeded in prohibiting the pro
duction, sale, use or possession of
drinking alcohol. The pipe-dream of
a politically aggressive minority, it re
mained in effect for 13 years before it
was repealed. If there’s a lesson here,
it is that underestimating the power
of a determined moral minority can
be a grave mistake. It’s a lesson we
may learn again in the ’80s.
Because so many critical issues
have already emerged, there is a dan
ger that the most significant political
battle of the decade—the right to
abortion—will be lose before it is
recognized. If it is lost, over half of
this country’s population will find
itself being denied the basic right to
privacy, the right to control their own
bodies, the right, in fact, to control
the direction of their lives. The issue
is one of reproductive choice, a right
presently guaranteed all women by
the 14th Amendment of the Constitu
tion. This right is now under fullscale attack by a coalition of religious
zealots and powerful right-wing
groups who are waging a highly
organized, heavily financed campaign
to pass anti-abortion legislation.
The focus of this campaign is the
passage of the Human Life Statute
(HLS) which has been sponsored in
identical form by Rep. Henry Hyde
and Sen. Jesse Helms and has re
ceived closed-door hearings in
Washington, D.C. since April of
this year. The bills would grant legal
personhood and full constitutional
rights to the fertilized egg. “ For the
purpose of enforcing the obligation
of the States under the 14th Amend
ment not to deprive persons of life
without due process of law,” it states,
“ human life shall be deemed to exist
from conception.” Should these bills
pass, (and they need only a simple
majority in Congress to do so), a
woman’s right to control of her body
would be subservient to the rights of
the fertilized egg. Any woman opting
to terminate an unwanted pregnancy
for any reason whatsoever could be
charged with murder. In addition,
several forms of contraception would
be outlawed. A slew of complicated
legal problems would arise out of the
fact that, under the new law, two
legal persons would exist in the same
body; any medical treatment needed
by the woman, but posing a risk to
the fetus, could conceivably be
withheld.
The Human Life Statute is no half
way measure. Its intent is not to di
minish the number of abortions by re
defining the boundaries of a woman’s
choice in the matter, but to banish the
practice of abortion by denying her
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any choice whatsoever. Even in cases
of rape, incest, or gross fetal abnor
mality, women could be forced,
under the Human Life Statute, to
give birth. And because, when imper
fect contraceptive methods fail,
women are the ones our culture holds
primarily responsible for the care and
rearing of children, the denial of
reproductive choice is tantamount to

but determined minority took up a
moral crusade to outlaw abortion and
by 1869, the Church had retreated
from its earlier position and adopted
the position that abortion was equiva
lent to murder.
A number of factors accounted for
the changing attitudes. The nation
was industrializing rapidly and there
was a big push for population

■Uorce
honey.

contraception or abortion.
Coincident with the burgeoning of
the women’s movement, the issue of
reproductive freedom re-emerged. In
the six years between 1967 and 1973,
a variety of abortion reform and re
peal acts were passed in over 20
states. The battle was also joined in
the courts. In 1973, in the case of Roe
v. Wade, the U.S. Supreme Court
struck down a Texas statute which
outlawed abortion. The Court held
that a constitutional right to privacy
prevented states from prohibiting
abortion, at least during the first 24
to 28 weeks o f pregnancy. The
concept of personal liberty was clear
ly broad enough, the court reasoned,
to encompass a woman’s decision to
terminate her pregnancy. The ruling
was clear, concise and definite;
fertility control was a constitutional
right of women which the state could
not deny.

Legislatures
Bombarded by Antis
Not everyone was happy with this
decision. Political and religious
conservatives began to muster forces
to stop legal abortion. In every
Congress since the 1973 decision,
scores of proposed constitutional
amendments have been introduced to
abolish abortion permanently. This
year to date, 17 constitutional amend
ments to criminalize abortion by
bestowing “ personhood” status upon
the fertilized egg have been
introduced by over 90 members of
Congress.
As proponents of the Equal Rights
Amendment know, the constitutional
amendment process is a slow and un
certain vehicle for changing the law.
As a result, the anti-abortion forces

"This year, 17
constitutional
amendments to
criminalize
abortion by
bestowing
'personhood'
status upon the
fertilized egg have
been introduced
by over ninety
members of
Congress."

growth. Also, surgery of any kind
was a dangerous procedure (not only
were medical techniques unrefined,
but there were no antibiotics or anes
thetics). Abortion often resulted in
the death of the woman. But the real
fervor behind the anti-abortion
m ovem ent came from the reemerging puritan ical attitudes
regarding women and sexuality. The
A Short History of Abortion
notion of sex for purposes other than
reproduction was considered evil, and
Law in America
pregnancy was seen as punishment
for enjoying sex. The fear of preg
HE ANTI-CHOICE
nancy, it was hoped, would reinforce
these attitudes, which in turn, would
forces have not just
elevate the moral tone of American
emerged with the
life. So, with the Church as their ally,
New Right. They
these forerunners o f the Moral
first showed signisufficiently
the mid- becam e
in ajority
nificant political strength M
abortionsto secure the passage of
1800s. Up until that time,powerful
in several
states to restrict or
lawseven
were lawful and acceptable
to
altogether
the Catholic Church, provided
they prohibit abortion. They
also succeeded in passing an
were performed prior to “ quicken
outrageous series of state laws which
ing,” the first discernable movement
actually forbade the mailing of any
of the fetus. But attitudes toward
literature that addressed the issues of
abortion began to change. A small

enslavement. In the 1980s, when we
should be focusing on the battle to
develop safe, reliable forms of
contraception, affordable childcare,
health care, education and housing,
instead, we are forced to mobilize and
fight to protect a right the Supreme
Court guaranteed in 1973 when it
legalized abortion.

r

Graphic: Sharon Niemczyk

are lobbying Congress to pass the
Human Life Statute. This circum
vents the need for two-thirds of the
states to ratify anything by simply
changing the m eaning o f the
Fourteenth Amendment. Assuming
such a statute passes through the
Congress, its validity would still be
subject to Supreme Court approval.
While a Constitutional Amend
ment is their ultimate goal, in the
meantime the anti-choice organiza
tions are doing everything in their
power to make abortions as difficult
as possible for women to obtain.
They are bombarding state and
national legislatures with literally
hundreds of variations of anti-abor
tion bills. Their passage in 1976 of the
Hyde Amendment (which held that
individual states may deny public
funding for elective abortions among
the poor) resulted in the elimination
o f 99% o f M edicaid abortions
nationw ide. States like U tah,
Massachusetts and Minnesota have
enacted parental notification statutes
which make it tougher than ever for
unm arried m inors to obtain
abortions, and Virginia’s anti-choice
governor, John D alton, recently
vetoed a bill that would have pro
vided funding for abortion in cases of
rape, incest or gross fetal abnormal
ity.
In addition to these legislative acti-

vities, the anti-choice forces have
spent millions of dollars to defeat
candidates solely on the basis of a
pro-choice stance, and to build a solid
body of support by electing Human
L ife Statute p ro p o n en ts. They
succeeded in 1980 at replacing 11 pro
choice Senators with strong anti
choice members and in electing an
avowed HLS supporter to the presi
dency. (The National Right To Life
Committee had the distinction of
being the first citizens’ group to be
given an audience with Reagan—only
two days after his inauguration.)
Reagan has also shown support by
appointing two anti-choice leaders to
posts in the Department of Health
and Human Services and has nomi
nated an anti-choice doctor to the
position of Surgeon General.) And al
ready, the anti-choice forces are gear
ing up for the 1982 elections, in which
12 pro-choice legislators (including
Ted Kennedy, Daniel Moynihan, and
S.I. Hayakawa )have been singled out
for defeat.
The degree of success the anti
choice people have had in undermin
ing womens’ most basic right—the
right to reproductive choice—is
frightening. The attempt to outlaw
and criminalize abortion can be seen,
on one level, as the most violent back
lash response yet to the womens’
movement itself. Spokesmen for the
“ New Right” have stated that it is
their aim to re-establish a patriarchal
society in America—one in which all
women are expected to be content as
second class citizens. They believe
that legal abortion contributes to the
breakdown of traditional family
values, leading to premarital sex.

rising divorce rates, homosexuality
and the general decline of America’s
m oral strength. Passage of the
Human Life Statute will, for all prac
tical purposes, force the mother role
on virtually all women capable of
reproduction—keeping the women of
America “ barefoot and pregnant.”

Pro-Choice
Majority Responds
N RESPONSE to the anti
choice crusade, a broad
based and determined pro
choice m ovem ent has
emerged. Counted among
the most vocal pro-choice
forces are a number of
influential groups including the
National Academy of Sciences, the
American Public Health Association,
six former attorneys general and a
Boston-based group that includes
several hundred scientists and six
Nobel laureates. And in the first week
of June, the nation’s largest medical
organization, the AMA (with a
membership of 24,000 physicians)
announced its decision to speak in
opposition to the H um an Life
Statutes at Congressional hearings in
mid-June. But, even with the support
of numerous prestigious organiza
tions, the hard and inescapable fact
of the matter is that if the antichoice
forces are to be defeated, it will have to
to be at the hands of that great Am
erican myth: the majority. Not the
“Moral Majority,” but the real ma
jority—the two out of every three
Americans who, according to the
most recent Washington Post-ABC
News Poll, opposed any law that
would make abortion murder. And

it’s going to take more than answer
ing polls to beat the anti-choicers.
There are a number of organiza
tions engaged in this struggle for
women’s rights, and'at the forefront
in Oregon is a group called NARAL
(National Abortion Rights Action
League). NARAL, a grass-roots
organization, has as its aim the build
ing of strong, politically active state
constituencies that will hold out
against ratifying a constitutional
amendment. The biggest challenge
NARAL faces is the initial building
of a strong grass-roots base of
support—which translates into a lot
o f organizing, educating, letter
writing, lobbying and fundraising.
NARAL’s main method of getting
word out is the house meeting;
anyone wishing to host a house
meeting has only to let NARAL
know, and they will arrange for a
NARAL representative to appear
with a slide show and talk on the
history of abortion rights, as well as a
com plete up-to-date rep ort on
legislative activities on a state and
national level—and a discussion
emphasizing the impact an individual
can have in this kind of a fight; in
short, a crash course in political
educaton.
Among NARAL’s more successful
campaigns was “ Impact ’80,” ini
tiated two years ago in response to the
Right To Life hit list of pro-choice
candidates up for re-election. For the
first time ever, politicians saw pro
choice people walking through their
doors and volunteering to work on
their campaigns on the basis o f their
pro-choice positions'. With an even

larger hit list in effect for pro-choice
candidates in the coming elections, it
is crucial that pro-choice candidates
hear from and are supported by pro
choice voters (it must be remembered
that the people will never have an
opportunity to vote on this issue; it
will be decided by legislators!).
NARAL is responding to the need
with Impact ’80s, an offshoot of
Im pact ’80, renam ed to reflect
NARAL’s belief that we may be
looking at a ten-year battle. If that’s
how long it takes, NARAL vows to
stick with it and they’re looking for
friends. For information, call the
Oregon chapter of NARAL at 2234510, or visit their headquarters at
519 S.W. 3rd, in Portland.
Oregon NARAL
P.O. Box 40472
Portland, OR 97240
223-4510 1

HOW OREGON’S
LEGISLA TORS
STAND ON
ABORTION
S en ato r P a c k w o o d —p ro -ch o ice
leader
Senator Hatfield—anti-choice, co
sponsor of an HLA
Representative A uC oin—strongly
pro-choice
Representative Weaver—pro-choice
Representative Wyden—states that he
will continue to vote pro-choice
Representative Denny Smith—anti
choice, member of Moral Majority

J. MOSER
FINE W OODW ORKING
429 NORTHWEST 3RD PORTLAND, OREGON 97209
281-1790

Northern Chinese Cuisine
235-6529

2016 N.E. Sandy Blvd

We Buv & Sell Books

W ide Selection of:
• Best Sellers,
• Hardcover and
• Paperback Books.
Personal Services:
• Special Orders
• Gift Wrapping
• Gift Certificates

The T aper M oon B o o ^ o r ^
Portland', Or.
3538 S.E. 'H aw thorns
236-5105

1015 NW 23rd Avenue
Portland, Oregon 97210

224-5097
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That’s right!
F
Now the same #
carnival-like / j
1
J r
atmosphere that
you enjoy so much when
you visit our many delightful restaurants
can be yours every day o f the year, from
morning 'til night!
Think of it! Your whole family will sleep in
identical Donald McBonker beds, shaped
just like our famous clow n’s big funny
shoes!
E a t y O | j r m e a |S a t the s a m e kind
of jolly seats and tables you use when you
take the family out for snacks!
Can this be real? Sure it is! Now you can
choose a home o f your own from over
three entirely different decorator models,
to fit your family’s unique life-style.
Choose from:

THE DONALD GOES HAWAIIAN
CHATEAU

Wouldn't you be
better off in a

GOLDEN
FRIES
HOME?

1500 sq. ft. Starting at $57,000. Palm package.

THE DONALD GOES TO MEXICO
VILLA
1800 sq. ft. Starting at $68,000. Stylized poverty
w ith sombreros.

THE MOM LIKES TO IRON
SWEAT LODGE
2200 sq. ft. Starting at $75,000. Electricity, war bonnets.

THE EXCLUSIVE MCBONKERHOUSE
MANSION
68,000 sq. ft. Prices on request. Coat o f arms, sunken tubs, fur.

When you buy a GOLDEN FRIES HOME
you're not only buying family fun, you’re
investing in your future, as well.
Each home, molded from hi-impact
styrene, comes complete with front door,
windows, a luxurious lawn-like front yard
with birdbath, and even a simulated
sidewalk and household curtains. There’s
nothing left to chance with a GOLDEN
FRIES HOME, so you’re free to spend your
time doing the things you really like!

Sound to o good to be true?
Don’t take
our w ord for it.
Drive out to Gresham and
take a spin down Strawberry
j Lane. See for yourself the
cozy, almost institutionally
safe environment w e’ve created. And no
prowlers, ounks or deviants here! Not with
our cheerfully dressed McGuard Dogs and
trained Security Personnel on every
corner. Friends will love to visit our
McEntr) Gate for Finger Doodles and
Snapshots before coming to visit, so you’ll
be sure of no unpleasant surprises!
But that’s just one of the many services
you’ll enj^y when you buy a GOLDEN
FRIES HOME.
Can’t get enough o f our delicious and
wholesome family food? We’ll deliver it
hot to you every morning o f the week, so
you can say goodbye to troublesome
shopping and mealtime confusion.
Our McSnack cars will arrive every morning
between 6 and 8 to stock you up with a
whole day’s worth o f burgers, fries and
hot fruit pies. Just pop 'em into the
McBonker Hot Box and they’ll stay juicy
and warm all day long, ready to toss into
your family’s mouths w ithout a second
thought!

Remember* With a Golden
Fries Home, you're not only
buyins a house, you’re
buying a way of life*

Don’t you owe it to yourself and your family to find out more?
Write:

GOLDEN FRIES HOMES
Loma Linda, California
Or visit us in Gresham and
find OUt for yourself.
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A division o f Future is Now Enterprises, The Bahamas
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HCGAKTH’S
PUE
Sandwiches

Sauerkraut & Sausage
Movies

Friday. Saturday & Sunday Nights

NOW SERVING LUNCH AND DINNER

616N W 23r< lA ve
2 2 2 -4 6 6 7

Closed Tuesdays
316

9th

233-0767
call for hours

Monday-Thursday 11-8, Friday 11-9, Saturday 12-9, Sunday 3-8

1233 SW Morrison, Portland

222-5364
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For two centuries, Americans have been
encouraged to see themselves as
defenders of freedom and democracy.
Why then, in recent years, have world
events seemed to turn against us? inthis
remarkable article, historian william
ADDleman Williams brings us face to face
withthe history andnature of anAmerican
Empirewhoseveryexistencewehavelong
been reluctant to acknowledge, A

EMPIRE
as a
way of Life

■■

BY WILLIAM APPLEMAN WILLIAMS
ROM THE beginning,
our imperial way of life
seduced us into assum
ing that we could go on
forever projecting the
present into the future:
that we could start over
again and again and
again. F. Scott Fitzgerald understood that
when he had Jay Gatsby speak these lines:
“ Can’t repeat the past,” he cried incredu
lously. “ Why of course you can.”

W illia m A p p lem an W illia m s ,
currently teaching in the Department
of History at Oregon State University,
and recently president of the
Organization of American Historians,
is one of Oregon and the nation’s finest
political thinkers. This article, adapted
from his book of the same title, first
appeared in The Nation.

T hat trad itio n al assum ption was
elevated into a blind faith by the tre
mendous absolute and relative power that
we Americans enjoyed after 1945. We
came to think of ourselves as being
beyond history—beyond being human.
Secretary of State Dean G. Acheson ex
pressed the feeling perfectly in his attitude
that “ only the United States could get
hold of History and make it conform.” It
was not simply our military and economic
power over other societies; it also, and
perhaps more importantly, involved the
way that we allowed our technological
accomplishments to fragment the essential
continuity—the process—of life. The
most obvious example is television, which
defines experience as disconnected
episodes without significant relationships
or consequences. A terrifying distortion
of reality certified by Walter Cronkite’s
daily Hail Mary: “ And that’s the way it
is.” But in truth it is extremely difficult to
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imagine anything further from the way it
is.
We can see that dramatically illustrated
by our response to events in Iran, the
West Bank, Afghanistan and in America
itself. Our intellectual, political and
psychological confusion is the result of
our ahistorial faith that we are not now
and never have been an empire. Yet there
is no way to understand the nature of our
predicament except for confronting our
history as an empire. That is the only way
to comprehend the Iranian demand that
we
our
acknowledge
long-term
interference in their a ffairs, the
w id e s p re a d a n g e r a b o u t o u r
acquiescence in the progression of Israel’s
settlements on the West Bank, the Russian
charge that we apply one standard to them
and another to ourselves and the deep
resentment of us among the peoples of the
poor countries. The only way we can
come to terms with those matters is to
look our imperial history in the eye
without blinking, flinching or walking
away into the wonderland of Woodrow
Wilson’s saving the world for democracy.

The western
way
Let us start with a workable definition
of empire: the use and abuse, and the
ignoring, of other people for one’s own
welfare and convenience. Now in truth,
America was born and bred of empire.
That does not mean that we are unique;
indeed, just the opposite. We are part and
parcel of the imperial outreach of Western
Europe that came to dominate tie world.
But therein lies the irreducible cause of
our present predicament. We nave from
the beginning defined and vewed our
selves as unique. The differences between
ourselves and other nations are not inci
dental but they are irrelevant to the funda
mental issue. We are different only
because we acquired the empire at a very
low cost, because the rewards have been
enormous and because until now we have
masked our imperial truth with the
rhetoric of freedom.
But we do have a bench mark. Once
upon a time, about a century before
was
Am erican
rediscovered
br
Christopher Columbus, at least the fifth
time someone had done it, the Chinese
sent seven massive fleets westward :o
Africa and perhaps on into the Atlantic
Ocean. The ships measured between 400
and 500 feet, and there were enough of
them to carry upward of 37,000 people.
Their so-called junks were impressive
inter-continental missiles. The Chinese
came, they traded, f.hey observed. They
made no effort to creite an empire or even
an imperial sphere ofinfluence. Upon re
turning home, their reports engendered a
major debate. The decision was made to
burn and otherwise destroy the great fleets
and concentrate on developing Chinese
society and culture.
The point is not to present the Chinese
as immaculately disinterested, or whiter
than white. It is simply to note that we
now know that the capacity for empire
does not lead irresistably or inevitably to
the reality of empire. The Chinese, driven
south by the Mongols and other invaders,
could easily have rationalized empire as
necessity. They chose instead to defeat the
invaders and develop their own culture in
its almost infinite variations on the two
themes of Confucianism and Taoism.
Not so with W estern Europeans,
including our English forefathers. They
were not content with exploration and
nonviolent intercourse with other
cultures. From the beginning, the Western
Europeans went for global empire. We
Americans were conceived and born and
bred of that imperial conception and way
of life. We can explain that, even defend
it, but we cannot deny it.
T hat phrase, th at idea—way o f
life—puzzles some people and upsets
other people. A way of life is the pattern
of assumptions and perceptions, and
values, methods and objectives, that
characterize and guide the actions of a
culture. Here are three amplifications of
that definition:
“ We stabilize around a set of con
c e p ts... and hold them dear. At each
moment of each day we make the same
mistakes.”
“ Those unconsciously accepted pre
suppositions which, in any age, so largely
determine what men think about the
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nature of the universe and what can and
cannot happen to it.”
“/deas that we do not know we have,
have us. And they shape our experiences
from behind, unbeknown.”

ANoise
in the world
Within that framework, let us examine
certain ideas that guided the development
of our imperial way of life. Christianity
was once a vital part of Western European
expansionism. It provoked and justified
all kinds o f im perial activity:
accumulating capital by conquest, striking
terror into the hearts and minds of the
heathens who wanted to keep their wealth
for themselves and forcibly changing
other peoples’ ways of life the better to
convert them to the true religion. I am
more concerned here, however, with three
ideas developed by secular British leaders
that came to define so much of our own
imperial outlook.
John Locke provided a fine summary
of two of them in one classic paragraph.
Wealth, he explained, was not defined by
having what one needed but by having
more than one’s neighbor; hence it was
permissable, even desirable, to take riches
away from one’s neighbor. That neatly
doubled the relative advantage. The third
proposition
was m ost strikingly
formulated by Sir Francis Bacon. The
worst kind of domestic disorder was
caused by “ the rebellions of the belly.”
Expansion was the only sure way to
prevent that kind of threat to the social
order. It not only generated economic
growth but it dispersed potential trouble
makers and thus decreased the density of

We Ziave from the
beginning
defined and viewed
ourselves as
unique. We are
different only
because we
acquired the empire
at a very low cost,
because the
rewards have been
enormous and
because until now
we have masked
our imperial truth
with the rhetoric of
freedom.
discontent.
The American leaders who made the
Revolution and the Constitution were
familiar with all those imperial ideas. And
in Virginia, for example, men of property
had realized the value of imperial expan
sion for controlling the white poor long
before Patrick Henry began talking about
liberty or death. Indeed, the dialogue
between other Virginians provides an
excellent insight into the development of
an imperial way of life.
James Madison never discounted the
im portance o f economic expansion,
commercial or territorial; but he stressed
the need for surplus social space to avoid
political turmoil when he advanced his
famous argument about extending the
sphere in defense of the Constitution. In
denying the conventional wisdom that a
republican government could survive only
in a small state, Madison was implicitly
arguing that empire is’ the price of
freedom.
It is sometimes maintained, of course,
that Madison was never explicitly imper
ial. Not only do his actions deny that but
so do all the contemporary arguments
against his theory. Robert Yates, along
with many other critics of the Constitu
tion, saw immediately that it would create

an empire. A Northerner noted in sadness
that “ we wish to make a noise in the
world,” and pleaded with his readers to
face up to the truth that “ extensive empire
is a misfortune.” George Clinton of New
York reasserted the validity of the classic
argument about size and democracy in a
stinging analysis of Madison’s imperial
logic. But, as with others, he ruefully con
cluded that the appeal of empire would
carry the day.
For his part, John Taylor of Caroline
County, Virginia, was devastating. He
began by mocking Madison’s euphemism
for imperial expansion—“ extending the
sphere.” O f course, agreed Taylor,
republicanism could in theory be extended
over “ spacious spheres.” But only if one
did not count other cultures as involving
real people, only if the added spheres were
truly equal republics, and only if the
central government was predicated upon
an effort to encourage man’s good pro-

“Ideas that we do
not know we have,
have us. And they
shape our
experiences from
behind,
unbeknown.”
pensities rather than control his evil ten
dencies.
He then warned that Madison’s Consti
tution
satisfied
none o f those
requirements. It created an “iron govern
m ent" guaranteed to favor “ evil moral
qualities” and to generate war upon war.
And, since the decision for war was in the
end “ unsubjected to publick opinion,”
opposition to war was in effect defined as
“ an opposition to the nation itself.” That
rendered “ useless of impracticable the
freedoms of speech and of the press.”
W hatever the sometimes alm ost
incomprehensible convolutions of his
prose or the embittered railings of his
frustrations, Taylor understood that
America had embraced an imperial way of
life. He knew, Thomas Paine to the
contrary notwithstanding, that the United
States had not begun the world over
again. No wonder he ultimately lost his
respect for Thomas Jefferson.
Jefferson was far too intelligent not to
understand Taylor. Indeed, too smart not
to recognize the meaning of the Chinese
decision that I have described. He alluded
to that in one letter and, sensing the impli
cations, quickly dropped the subject. In
that respect, and it is an important one,
Jefferson was much more like us ordinary
folk that either Madision or Taylor.
Jefferson wanted to have it every way
imaginable. He wanted to be the best hope
on earth. He wanted to civilize the
heathen. He wanted Canada and Florida
and the rest of the continent. And he
to
the
wanted
institutionalize
decentralized face-to-face community as
opposed to the impersonal society. That
brought Jefferson eyeball to eyeball with
Madison and Taylor. Settle for what one
needed or go for empire.
He knew the meaning of anguish about
it all, but he went for empire. Half
honestly and half dishonestly. The honest
part was saying that empire is necessary
for freedom and social order as defined by
Locke and Bacon. The dishonest part was
asserting that empire did not subvert
freedom. So between them, Jefferson and
Madison used their sixteen years as
President to institutionalize empire as a
way of life. Taylor went home and gave it
all up for lost.

sphere and was well entrenched in Hawaii.
But we must also report the costs. I do
not for a moment dismiss the people killed
and the property stolen, but I would sugguest that the greatest price was paid in
the coin of our sensitivity about what we
were doing and how that was understood
by other peoples. We were already far
down the road of believing that we were
not an empire, and viscerally resenting
any suggestion that we were an empire.
And already far down the road, as Prof.
Arthur K. Weinberg pointed out many
years ago, of assuming that our right to
security transcended the traditional right
to defend what we had and had become
the right to perfect security in any ima
ginable future contingency. We began to
define security as the natural right to em
pire.

More Freedom:
More Empire
There was another cost. Americans be
came so habituated to empire as the price
freedom that they demanded ever more
freedom and ever more empire. Andrew
Jackson was at once a prime mover and
the symbol of that new enthusiasm for the
imperial way of life. More freedom at
home and more expansion elsewhere.
People like the Cherokees who could
create and sustain a representative govern
ment within fixed spatial limits were clear
ly backward—and so a threat to the Am
erican Way. Move them out and force
them to adapt to surplus space. People
like the inhabitants of the northern half of
Mexico, who used surplus space to relax
and live a balanced and ecologically res
ponsible life, were backward for another
reason. They did not exploit the surplus
space. So move them out or aside. And all
the while other Americans, the merchants,
the shippers, the sealers, the whalers and
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the Navy, were busy defining the sea itself
as another frontier to be penetrated, con
trolled and exploited.
The empire was free and hence it was
not an empire. A small but perceptive
number of Americans—we can symbolize
them in John Quincy Adams and John C.
Calhoun—knew better and were more
honest. Adams knew that freeing the
Cherokees from their limits in Georgia, or
freeing the northern half of Mexico, made
a mockery of freedom. And he, along
with Calhoun, knew that chattel slavery
was the bedrock definition of empire. I
suggest to you that both of them were wil
ling to face those truths.
They were ready to accept the conse
quences of their knowledge of history.
Calhoun was willing to risk the danger in
herent in defining freedom in terms of sla
very. Adams was willing to challenge
Madison’s theory and risk the ability of
Americans to sustain freedom and repub
lican government in a limited space.
On balance, and granted that the weigh
ing of these matters is a dicey business, I
think Adams had the best of it. He con
cluded, after much thought, that if you
called Calhoun’s bluff—meaning let the
slaves states go—the free states would
win. Adams in effect said to Calhoun:
“ You cannot make it on slavery. You
need us, and you will have to free them.
When you understand that we will be here
to work it out together.” Calhoun accept
ed the challenge: both men introduced
amendments to the Constitution to legiti
mize secession.
Even if they had lived, they had no
chance. Long before they died, a lawyer in
Illinois had made it clear that he was going
to resolve the dilemma inherent in empire
as the price of freedom. Abraham Lin
coln, the crossroads lawyer who moved on
to bank retainers from corporations in
Chicago, was more than a bit like Jeffer
son. He wanted it every which way.
Honor his forefathers and make his fame
by transcending—replacing—the Found
ing Fathers. Tough-minded about restrict
ing the expansion of slavery to destroy

directly that Lincoln accepted the imperial
fruits of that war and concerned himself
with the division of the spoils. If we go by
the evidence, then we must conclude that
Lincoln opposed the war of conquest
against Mexico only as a tactical maneu
ver to further his grandiose ambition.
In and of itself, ambition is not a damn
ing characteristic. For the historian, that
is to say, it is rather like sex. What matters
is the intensity and focus of the ambition,
and the means accepted as legitimate to
realize the objective. Lincoln left many
tracks in the dust, the mud and the snow.
A fair number of those foxy marks were
designed to confuse or mislead various
people without exposing himself to the

Failing to win
quickly, Lincoln had
no choice but to
annihilate the
enemy. And the
doctrine of
unconditional
surrender inevitably
led on to
occupation and
colonial war.
charge of being formally dishonest. Lin
coln took great care to say what he meant,
even if he phrased it in ways that could be
misunderstood. But he was clear enough
during three crucial moments of his ca
reer.
First as a young man entering politics;
second during his long campaign for the
Presidency, and third while he was so
largely silent between his election and his
inauguration. When he launched his pub
lic life in those lectures before the Young
Men’s Christian Association in the late
1830s, he was youthfully candid. He said
explicitly that he was out to transcend the
Founding Fathers and in the process give
Truth to the world. Then, during the
1850s, he announced and regularly repeat
ed his strategy: deny the South the right to
expand. That would at once destroy sla
very and give the North control of the em
pire.
Finally, in those fateful winter months
of 1860-61, he several times offered two
crypic comments. Asked constantly what
he intended to do, he replied that anyone
who read him carefully would know the
answer. And, in reply to suggestions that
he should negotiate, he said that there
would be a “ tug” —a short, sharp con
frontation—and then it would be over and
done.

Lincoln’s
imperial Tug
Abraham Lincoln,
the crossroads
lawyer who moved
on bank retainers
from corporations in
Chicago, was more
than a bit like
Jefferson. He
wanted it every
which way.
slavery and naive enough to think that he
could bluff the sons of Taylor and Cal
houn.
Many people make much of Lincoln’s
sniping at the Mexican War. They revel in
his ploy to trap President James Polk in a
debate about where and when and under
what circumstances American blood was
spilled. But they never tell us simply and

Lincoln was not transcending the
Founding Fathers. Unlike John Quincy
Adams, for example, he did not think that
freedom could survive in three-quarters,
or even half, of a continent. He was say
ing only that it was necessary to push the
proposition that empire was the price of
freedom to its ultimate conclusion. “ It
will become all one thing or another.”
Yet Lincoln was engaged in the long
process of making a Faustian bargain with
the Devil. A few historians and other
commentators have seen that theme at the
center of a more limited stage, say the life
of Daniel Webster, but none except Edgar
Allan Poe and Herman Melville have ever
interpreted our national life in that frame
work. So let us salute Lincoln for the right
reasons. He knowingly sat down to cut the
deck with the Devil. He bet our history,
indeed our truth, on winning quickly and
easily. There will be a “ tug” and then it
will be over.
But the Confederacy did truly believe in
the right to go to hell in its own way. And
so Lincoln had to pay the price. Nobody
has told that part of the story as simply
and dispassionately, and yet as ruthlessly,
as Russell F. Weigley in his study The A m 
erican Way o f War. Lincoln very quickly
realized that the Devil would collect his’
due. The price of freedom as defined by

Americans was indeed empire. Failing to
win quickly, Lincoln had no choice but to
annihilate the enemy. And the doctrine of
unconditional surrender inevitably led on
to occupation and colonial rule.
For at least two generations thereafter/
the price of freedom for the North and the
West was paid by the South—black as
well as white. Franklin Delano Roosevelt
was not wrong when he cried out in 1936
that the South—one-third of the nation—
was significantly poorer than the rest of
the country. There is a great irony in all
the contemporary talk and concern about
the vast global discrepancy between the
rich North and the poor South. One might
think that Americans would have a parti
cularly keen understanding of that truth.
But empire as a way of life has never been
noted for developing empathy with its vic
tims.
There is also a fine irony in the way that
the great war for American freedom led
on to ever more empire. And it is fitting
that Lincoln provides us with an insight
into the dynamics of that process. He
knew, by December 1862, that the gamble
on a quick victory had been lost. He had
to have money and men in large quanti
ties. He therefore appealed to the imperial
tradition. Speaking to the agricultural ma
jority, he wasted no euphemisms. He told
them they had to stay the course because it
was not enough to have access to the
world via New York and San Francisco. It
was also necessary to control New Orleans
and the Gulf of Mexico.
Not one will ever know how many
volunteers that speech produced, but that
is not the issue at hand. The document
does tell us how Lincoln’s mind was work
ing at a time of serious if not extreme diff
iculty, and it therefore suggests—given
Lincoln’s astute sense of politics—that we
ought to keep our historical eye on those
• farmers he was addressing in such candid
ly imperial language.
The significance of Lincoln’s appeal to
Western farmers to fight on for imperial
objectives upsets historians of every politi
cal persuasion. Radicals resist the notion
that ordinary folk support imperialism.
Conservatives cannot easily come to terms
with the reality that empire is related to li
berty as they define it. And liberals long
to resolve the dilemma by defining empire
a<global freedom and welfare.

It’s in the
Blood
Despite that tide of wisdom, I suggest
that American farmers of the nineteenth
century provide us with a revealing illus
tration of the dynamic evolution of our
imperial way of life. They began by defin
ing empire as ever more free or cheap land
and concluded by demanding strong gov
ernment action to help them penetrate and
hold foreign markets. All in the name of
freedom and security. That process is
worth examining closely because it reveals
a great deal about our American outlook
as it developed in the twentieth century.
As we do so, let us keep in mind the obser
vations of three quite different people
who lived in and studied the West.
The first is from Senator Albert Bever
idge, a progressive politician from the
Ohio River Valley: “ Never forget that we
are the only people on earth whose farm
ers buy the adjoining farm before they
need it. We are of the blood which furn
ishes the world with its Daniel Boones, its.
Francis Drakes, its Cecil Rhodes.”
The second is from Wright Morris, a
writer who has revealed much of the soul
of the Missouri Valley in his novels: “ The
prevailing tendency of the American mind
[is] to take to the woods.”
The third is from Carl Lotus Becker,
one of America’s most insightful (if cur
rently neglected) historians. People who
open and settle the frontiers, he noted,
“ must be always transforming the world
into their ideal of it.” The mind of such a
people “ is too sure of itself to be at home
with ideas of uncertain pressure. Knowing
that it is right, it wishes only to go ahead.
Satisfied with certain conventional prem
ises, it hastens on to the obvious conclu
sion.”
Long before the end of the Civil War,
the conventional premises involved the
need for surplus space and resources to
sustain economic well-being and political
democracy. There were people who went
west to commune with Nature a la Thor
eau, and others who did so to explore the
possibility of an agrarian-based communi

tarianism or socialism. And it can be ar
gued that in the beginning a sizable num
ber of people who went west—perhaps for
a moment a majority—sought nothing
more than a modestly better life as mem
bers of small, local communities.
But once they moved beyond the sub
sistence level of farming, they found
themselves in a highly competitive, sur
plus-producing marketplace economy that
increasingly operated as part of a world
system. Of necessity if not by choice, they
became business people (business families)
ever more concerned with markets for
their surpluses, and with more land and
better machines. And, by the end of the
1870s, they were keenly aware that foreign
countries, along with other groups in the
domestic economy, exercised considerable
influence in and over those markets.
Clearly enough, the farmers wanted to
regulate the banks, railroads and other
large corporations and to reform the do
mestic political system; but they wanted to
do that while at the same time saving the
Cubans and generally deploying American
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power to help the world break free of
autocratic European pover and be tutor
ed in The American Way. There is no in
herent or logical connection between
being a domestic reformer and an anti-im
perialist. Militant populists like Tom Wat
son of Georgia and Sockless Jerry Simp
son of Kansas established that point long
before Theodore Roosevelt or Woodrow
Wilson.
Or listen to Ignatius Donnelly of
Minnesota: “ Our form of government is
adapted to civilized men everywhere. . . .
Great as we are, we are yet in the day of
small things... .[Our] destiny is to grasp
the commerce of all the seas and sway the
sceptre of the world.” That sounds more
*than a bit like Dean Acheson asserting
some fifty years later that only the United
States had the power to grab hold of His
tory and make it conform. Or hear Henry
Demarest Lloyd, another late-nineteenthcentury reformer: “ If nobody can lick us,
we need not be afraid to play the just and
generous big brother among the nations.”
That was the only way “ to fulfill our mis
sion to defend and extend liberty.”
Nobody knows, or ever will know, what
form the vigorous expansionism of the
agricultural majority would have taken if
William Jennings Bryan (or another
agrarian leader) had won one or more of
the elections of 1892, 1896 and 1900. But
we do know what most of them did in re
sponse to the actions of their opponents,
and that does not suggest that they would
have mounted a frontal assault on the im
perial way of life. They supported the
annexation of Hawaii, demanded a tough
line against Great Britain during the Vene
zuelan boundary crisis, agitated militantly
for intervention in Cuba and cheered
Adm. George Dewey’s victory in the
Philippines. As for Bryan, he shifted back
and forth between reform at home and ed
ucating the Mexicans and other Latin Am
ericans without dropping a note or mixing
a metaphor.

The American
Gospel
The agricultural spokesmen were de
feated by urban commercial, financial and
industrial leaders who accepted the impor
tance of overseas markets and resources.
Indeed, Lincoln’s successors in the Re
publican Party increasingly stressed the,
martyred President’s line of argument in
building their constituency in the West.
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Ulysses S. Grant, James G. Blaine, Benja
min Harrison and William McKinley all
responded to the rising demand for mar
kets and sought to reform varoius heath
ens while challenging Europe’s global
power.
But expansion was also advocated by
many noneconomic groups. One of the
more charming bits of our folklore holds,
for example, that the Navy was beached
and broken from 1865 until it was refloat
ed during the 1890s on the imperial rhe
toric of Capt. Alfred Thayer Mahan. The
truth is rather different. On the one hand,
the windblown wooden ships remained
quite effective. Even without counting the
Atlantic and European squadrons, the
fleets on other stations made 5,980 port
calls between 1869 and 1897. Those visits
were concentrated in the areas noted for
their potential as markets and sources of
raw materials. Their sailing orders empha
sized the importance of preventing Euro
pean powers from obtaining special ad
vantages and of supporting local govern
ments favorable to American interests.
On the other hand, leaders like Ben
jamin F. Tracy quietly began, early in the
1880s, to build a new battle fleet. As often
happens, the delayed start of that pro
gram enabled the United States to build
ships that were significantly better than
the first generation of European vessels.
None of that detracts from Mahan’s im
portance, but it places him in proper per
spective. As a result, it was the Navy that
defined the imperial strategy for a war
against Spain to free Cuba—namely, take
Manila as well as Santiago and Havana.
Mahan was only one of many American
intellectual leaders, moreover, who were
developing systematic theories and argu
ments for imperial expansion. There is a
significant amount of vigorous Christian
ity in Mahan’s writing, for example, and
the late-nineteenth-century missionary
movement did a good deal to excite people
about spread.ng the American gospel (and
its attendant commercial rights) in the
Middle East tnd China. And when com
bined with the doctrine of Social Darwin
ism by such spellbinders as John Fiske and

Josiah Strong, it created imperial best sel
lers.
The people who made policy were pro
bably more directly influenced by less
flamboyant analyses and syntheses. Some
of those were offered by thoughtful and
informed business leaders like Charles Co
nant and J.P . Morgan. They understood
how the once relatively open marketplace
had come to be dominated by a few large
operators in each major part of the econ-
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omy (including many aspects of agricul
ture) and how the increase in productivity
had generated an insatiable demand for
markets and raw materials. They viewed
the marketplace as an integrated system
that required close management at home
and expansion overseas. Others, typified

by Brooks Adams and Frederick Jackson
Turner, offered grand historical interpre
tations that directly or indirectly indicated
that expansion was the key to sustaining
welfare and democracy.
Such imperial ideas—and related ac
tions—were persistently criticized by a
range of socialists on the left to traditional
laissez-faire conservatives on the right.
They never mustered enough support to
change the imperial policy between 1890
and 1920, but they did occasionally limit
its thrust—as in Cuba, the Philippines and
Mexico. Even so, in several crucial epi
sodes, most strikingly Panama and World
War I, many of the critics became imper
ial patriots eager to extend American
power and reform the world.

Peace at
our Price
During those three decades, therefore,
the United States evolved and acted upon
a coherent and dynamic imperial outlook.
The image of themselves that Americans
developed in those years is best character
ized as one of the United States as a bene
volent, progressive policeman. That view
was classically expressed by Theodore
Roosevelt and Woodrow Wilson: the for
mer in his famous corollary to the Monroe
Doctrine and the latter in his cry to make
the world safe for democracy.
Modern criminology defines three pri
mary idioms of police activity: the watch
man, the legalistic and the service. The
first concentrates on keeping the peace,
preferably by intimidation but if necessary
by recourse to violence. The second func
tions on the assumption that there is a
single standard of conduct. The third
honors the values and priorities of its par
ticular community. Between 1890 and
1920, Americans synthesized all three on a
global scale: keeping the peace as defined
by one community’s standard of conduct.

But Americans also knew what they
wanted to do with that peace. Elihu Root,
who served as Secretary of State as well as
Secretary of War, explained that with his
typical clarity and candor. The issue was
“ the door, being open, shall lead to some
thing.” “ Intercourse with [a country like
Algeria] demands the existence of internal
conditions favorable thereto. . . . Equality
of opportunities for trade with all na
tives . . . improvement of the condition of
the people that will enable them to profit
by the opportunities of foreign traffic. . .
The power to repress subversive disorder
and preserve the public peace. . . . [And]
people shall be made in a measure fit and
able to profit by the advantages” of being
integrated into the imperial system.
Wilson’s grandiose effort to institu
tionalize America as the benevolent pro
gressive policeman of the world provoked
two major debates. The most famous one
concerned whether or not it was possi
b le -le t alone wise—to undertake that
project. Wilson was defeated by a fascina
ting coalition. One group was composed
of imperial-minded leaders who conclu
ded that it was pragmatically possible; the
others were led by anti-imperialists who
effectively portrayed the proposal as one
that would destroy the image of America
as benevolent and progressive.
The second discussion grew out of that
fight over the Versailles Treaty and the
League of Nations and became a long dia
logue from 1920 to 1940 between the two
elements in the coalition that defeated
Wilson. To a surprising degree, moreover,
it was conducted in the candid language of
the nature and the limits of empire. The
majority of historians who matured dur
ing that debate committed a grievous di
service to themselves, and the rest of us,
by using the cliches of isolationism and in
ternationalism to define and analyze that
highly significant dialogue.
The protagonists fully understood that
those terms grossly distorted both the
issues and their own high seriousness. The
substance concerned the fundamental
matters of political economy. That is:
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(1) Who makes policy on the basis of
what perceptions and interests;
(2) To what extent are welfare and
democracy dependent upon empire;
(3) Granted that it is necessary, what is
optimum size of the empire; and what are
the effective and proper means of struc
turing, controlling and defending the em
pire so that it will in practice produce wel
fare and democracy with the lowest possi
ble negative consequences;
(4) What is the minimum effective size
of the empire, and
(5) What happens if we simply say no to
empire as a way of life?

That Black.
Messy stuff
The dialogue had many focuses: from
the power of concentrated economic
wealth within America, to the revolutions
in Russia and China, the oil of Arabia,
and Mexico and the Caribbean, I will get
to China and Russia in due time, but for
the moment let us concentrate on oil be
cause that black, messy stuff wonderfully
clarifies the issues. And also the percep
tions and the ambivalences of all the parti
cipants in the debate.
Our first oil scare occurred between
1919 and 1924 at a time when the United
States was still pumping almost more of
the guck than the rest of the world com
bined. The symbol of that panic is the
Teapot Dome Scandal, a crisis defined by
smaller oil com panies like Sinclair
attempting to use piddling amounts of
cash as a Rapid Deployment Force to de
feat giants like Rockefeller’s Standard Oil
Company. It reminds me of the best of
punk rock: bring search-and-destroy
operations back home from Vietnam and
use them against the real enemy.
All that said, that early oil crisis gives us
important insights into how responsible
American leaders were thinking about em
pire as a way of life. A t a distance, as in

Arabia, it was empire as usual. They used
economic power (Europe’s need for capi
tal) to force England and France to give us
access to the black stuff that was the
blood of their Mediterranean empires.
Standard Oil became the chosen instru
ment of imperial expansion.
But when empire began to bubble closer
to home, next door in Mexico (or Cuba
and elsewhere around the Caribbean),
responsible people began to understand
that nineteenth-century empire was in
trouble. Gunboats, even gunboats loaded
with Marines, do not navigate so well
amid seas of people who have decided that
the oil is their oil. The debate became very
serious. Indeed. We came as close as we
ever have, even including John Taylor of
Virginia and John Quincy Adams of
Massachusetts, to facing the issues inher
ent in empire as a way of life. Standard
Oil and other imperial spokesmen wanted
to sustain the empire everywhere under
any and all conditions. But thoughtful
and moral conservatives like Herbert
Clark Hoover and Dwight Morrow argued
for coming to terms with reality and
negotiating equal relationships. And anti
imperialists like Charles Austin Beard
began to face and explore the gut issue,
the question asked by Eugene Debs: How
do we remain democratic without an
empire?
Leaders like Hoover, Morrow and
Secretary of State Charles Evans Hughes
were not isolationists. They did not pro
pose to refrain from using American
power and influence. But they did
entertain grave doubts about the imperial
policies of Theodore Roosevelt and
Woodrow Wilson. They wanted to reduce
arm am ents
and
avoid
m ilitary
interventions, and they manifested a far
more relaxed attitude toward the various
movements for social change throughout
the world. They also enjoyed a sense of
history that gave them a perspective on
the limits of empire and the counter
productive consequences of trying to con
trol everything that happened around the
globe.
Morrow expressed that very simply in

Pregnancy screening:
A woman's choice
We offer the 2 minute urine
pregnancy test, w hich w e show yo u h o w to do
yourself. You obtain the results immediately. We also
offer the pregnancy blood test w hich is accurate as
soon as T2 days after possible conception.
We support a wom en 's choice concern
ing her pregnancy and have prenatal
and adoption referrals and infor
mation, as w e ll as inform ation on
abortion.

PORTLAND
W OMEN'S
HEALTH
CENTER

6 5 1OSE FOSTER ROAD
PORTLAND, OREGON 97206
5 0 3 /777-7044

the course of his efforts to work out an
accommodation with the leaders of the
Mexican revolution. “ It sometimes
amuses m e,” he commented, “ when
people say, ‘settle the Mexican question.’
You and I know that neither the Mexican
nor the Cuban question will be ‘settled’ in
the lifetime of anyone now living.” In the
same vein, Hoover understood that “ a
large part of the world had come to
believe that they were in the presence of
the birth of a new imperial power intent
upon dominating the destinies and free

dom of other people.” And he was at
great pains, in his actions as well as his
words, to make it clear that he “ abso
lutely disapproved” of the Big Brother
conception of American foreign policy.
Given the approach that those leaders
were attempting to put into operation,
and the dynamics of their dialogue with
more explicitly anti-imperial spokesmen,
it is clear that the United States was begin
ning to come to terms with empire as a
way of life. But that process was aborted
when, for the fourth time in a century, the
capitalist political economy collapsed in a
massive depression. The Great Depression
of the 1930s was a vast social trauma of
great intensity, and the culture proved
incapable of dealing with the crisis by
evolving an alternative way of life.

Crab-walking
into war
The debate about foreign policy contin
ued, but the talk rather quickly focused
on its role in saving the system and on the
question of going to war against Germany
and Japan. The overriding concern with
saving the system meant that serious talk
about alternatives was lost in the scramble
to find and apply traditional remedies.
From the outset, for example, President
Franklin Delano Roosevelt and his asso
ciates viewed expanded foreign trade and
rearmament as central features of the New
Deal.
Neither those nor other programs
proved effective. One does not have to
cite radical critics. Harry Hopkins and
Adolph A. Berle candidly admitted at the
end of the 1930s that the New Deal had
failed to restore the health of the political
economy. There were still ten to twelve
million unemployed, and the recession of
1937 was the most devastating one in the
history of the country.
And so to war. But not a war to defend
a functioning, equitable society—not even
a new vision of sich a society. And so into
the dissembling aid the lying; and into the
stretching of the etter as well as the spirit
of the Constitution—and the related
weakening of the principles and practices
of representative government. I say those
things with great anguish because I
thought then and I think now that we
should have stood with England against
Hitler.
But we should haze done it at the end of
an open, honest debate. And if the decis
ion had been to wat and see, or to go to
war only with a cleir commitment to basic
structural reform^ or to fight Germany
but not Japan (or vice versa)—then so be
it. What nags my soul in the sunshine on
the Oregon beach is not that I was shot at
and hit but that try leaders lied to me and
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never faced the real issue inherent in the
imperial way of life.
Instead, as historians John Morton
Blum and Stephen E. Ambrose have made
apparent, Roosevelt and his associates
crab-walked into two wars. They then
determined to win them as fast and as
thoroughly and as cheaply as possible—all
with the least possible disruption of
domestic society. We are back with
Lincoln and the annihilation of the Con
federacy, hoping that the casualties won’t
be too high. There were three major con
sequences of that decision and approach.
(1) We would help the Russians do
most of the dying. That involved grave
dissembling in our negotiations with them
about a second front.
(2) We would rely on machines, espec
ially airplanes, rather than men. We were
doing that long before Hiroshima and
Nagasaki. Someone with a fancy for black
humor might conclude that since we failed
to invent a precision bomb-sight, or
develop the long-range fighters necessary
for its use, we settled for the atom bomb.
But the real point is that we abandoned
precision bcmbing very early in the game.
One of the early firestorm raids killed
42,000 in Hamburg. Then Ekesden, where
2,372 bombers managed tc kill approxi
mately fifty people apiece. And then
Tokyo, where on one niglt some 83,000
people sizzled, suffocatedand fried.
(3) The domestic Anerican political
economy was sustained bz war rather than
by reform. Perhaps th< most revealing
episode of that part of he story occurred
in January 1941, a 'ear before Pearl
Harbor but after it vas apparent that
armaments had becone the prescription
for recovery. The nost militant and
impressive black leade of that day, A.
Philip Randolph of the Pullman Sleeping
Car Porters Union, bejan to organize a
massive march on W ahington to force
the New Deal to honoi its rhetoric and
promises to the poor and the blacks and
other minorities.
Roosevelt wanted nothing of that
nature to confuse the issjes and so, after
six months of shilly-shaliying, he finessed

the crisis by issuing an executive order
ostensibly ending discrimination in warrelated industries, the military and the
civilian Federal bureaucracy. There were
no penalties for failure to comply. But it
was enough to abort the demonstration.
Thus were American leaders confirmed
in their faith in their imperial outlook.
And they thereby misled themselves. They
concluded th at other radicals and
militants would compromise on American
term s. But the Russians were not
American blacks. Nor were the Chinese,
or various others. Just as the American
blacks, those peoples were deeply patrio
tic. But not to the American imperial way
of life.
Given all that, let us do a bit of routine
cost accounting on the consequences of
winning a war as quickly, thoroughly and
cheaply as possible and with the least
possible disruption of American society.
The first line is very nice: only 405,399
deaths. Far better than Lincoln. The
second line looks even better: the war
created seventeen million new jobs safe
from bombs or bullets. But the bottom
line is not so good: the Russians know
they have been lied to, they have lost
twenty million, and the Red Army is
ensconced in Central Europe.

clear, explicit and rational imperial settle
ment.
There are two primary explanations for
that response. On the one hand, we simply
could not confront the truth that we were
an empire and so act responsibly as a em
pire. On the other hand, we could not
imagine any alternative to empire as a way
of life. Hence we revived Lincoln’s policy
o f containm ent, extended Theodore
Roosevelt’s corollary to the Monroe Doc
trine and set out once again to save the
world for democracy—get hold of History
and make it conform.
Nothing documents that as clearly as
National Security Council Document No.

Ill

ignoring
Churchill
At that point, a disinterested observer
from another galaxy might reasonably
have expected Americans to face up to the
price of their imperial way of life, perhaps
even to consider an alternative. Now Win
ston Spencer Churchill was hardly disin
terested, but he did his best to educate
Americans about the elementary facts of
imperial life. The fascinating and reveal
ing part of our response to Winnie’s tutor
ials is how we accepted his recommenda
tion to stand firm while ignoring his ad
vice—indeed, his pleas—to negotiate a

revealing conclusion: ‘‘Even i f there were
no Soviet Union we would face the great
problem. . . [that] the absence o f order
among nations is becoming less and less
tolerable.” Then, defining the United
States as the only nation capable of im
posing such order, it makes the Soviet
Union the focus of the effort. It candidly
admits Churchill’s main point: the United
States and its allies possess greater
power—enough to deter any direct attack.
But, unlike Churchill, Americans lead
ers concluded that such power must be
further increased and deployed to “ foster
a fundamental change in the nature of the
Soviet system” ; “ foster the seeds of
destruction within the Soviet system,”
and foment and support “ unrest and re
volt in selected strategic satellite coun
tries.” As for means: “ any means, covert
or overt, violent or nonviolent.” Then,
pointing to the experience of World War
II, the policy makers confidently predict
ed that the increase in military spending
would prevent the possibility of any
socially and politically explosive “ real de
crease in the standard of living.”

68, approved by President Harry S. Tru
man in April 1950. Notice first two things
about that date: it is before the eruption
of the Korean War and it is more than two
years after Churchill almost begged us to
come to terms with reality. Furthermore,
NSC-68 is a reaffirmation and extension
of NSC-20/4 of November 1948, which
also came after Churchill’s efforts to save
us from ourselves.
NSC-68 begins with a disturbed review
of how all the old empires have collapsed.
It summarizes that overview with this

N A RARE moment of candor.
Secretary of State Dean Acheson
admitted
in 1953however,
that he and
Tru
On balance,
it was
man
might
not
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been
able
to
simply one of those wars that anybody
sustain
imperial
their
counted
on grandiose
to erupt sometime.
could have
policy
if thedivided
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had
of that
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dying to not
go “tocome
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That old deb’l nationalism had been
raised to fever pitch by very strong shots
of mutually exclusive theology. In any
event, the debate about who bears ulti
mate responsibility obscures the
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fundamental issue of the response by
Truman and Acheson.
Clearly, when the Secretary acknow
ledged that Korea “ saved us,” he did not
mean in the sense of preventing the defeat
or the destruction of the United States. He
meant only that it allowed the Govern
ment to implement the apocalyptic im
perial strategy of NSC-68. Primed and
ready, armed (or driven) psychologically
as well as with the heady rhetoric of that
document, they simply went to war. They
bypassed the Congress and the public and
confronted both with an accomplished
fact. A few phone calls, and it was done.
Go to bed at peace and wake up at war.
It was even more dramatic than the
subsequent intervention in Vietnam as a
demonstration of the centralization of
power inherent in empire as a way of life.
The State had literally been compressed or
consolidated into the President and his
like-minded appointees. In a marvelously
revealing description, underscoring
Truman’s earlier lecture to the Cabinet,
the war without a declaration of war was
called a “ police action.” Ironically, the
most succinct commentary applicable to
Truman’s remark was provided by an
early editor of The New York Times. “ We
are the most ambitious people the world
has ever seen,” noted Henry J. Raymond
on May 30, 1864, “ —& I greatly fear we
shall sacrifice our liberties to our imperial
dreams.”

tween Russia and China and so finally
create an open-door world. Then came the
moment of truth, and the empire suddenly
found itself at bay. The Chinese entered
the war with massive force on October 26
and drove the Americans southward to
the line that originally divided Korea.
Once again one thinks of the way Am
erican leaders failed to comprehend the
willingness of black citizens to settle for

In a rare moment of
candor, Secretary
of State Dean
Acheson admitted
in 1953 that he and
Truman might not
have been able to
sustain their
grandiose imperial
policy if the North
Koreans had not
“come along and
saved us.’’

Ike’s cover-up

promises of future equality and freedom
at home. They had first misread and mis
applied that episode in their dealings with
the Russians, then with the Chinese and,
finally, with increasing frequency, in
Latin America, Africa, Southeast Asia
and the Middle East. The mistaken
assumption that other poor and demaned
peoples would display similar forbearance
almost seemed like the cosmic cost of such
prejudice and racism.
The Roosevelts, the Trumans and the
Achesons, and most of their successors,

The military containment and subse
quent rout of North Korean forces (by the
end of September 1950) created a moment
of imperial euphoria. American leaders
were high on NSC-68. The United States
undertook to liberate North Korea by
conquest and integrate it into the Amer
ican empire. It was assumed in Washing
ton that such action would accelerate the
process of disintegration within and be

fundamentally misconceived the deeply
patriotic—even loving—commitment of
American blacks to what Martin Luther
King Jr. called The Dream of America.
And because they could not acknowledge
the existence of an American empire, they
could not comprehend—let alone under
stand—that other so-called inferiors felt
the same love for their cultures; and that,
viewing America as an empire that threat
ened the integrity and existence of their
cultures, they would ultimately fight
rather than accept indirect destruction.
The empire had been brought to bay.
Dwight David Eisenhower understood
that essential truth, and further realized
that the future character of American
society depended upon how the culture re
sponded. His first objective after he be
came President in 1952 was to end the
Korean police action before it spiraled
into World War III. That accomplished,
he set about to calm Americans, cool
them off and refocus their attention and
energies on domestic development. He
was a far more perceptive and cagey
leader than many people realized at the
time—or later.
The image of a rather absent-minded,
sometimes bumbling if not incoherent Un
cle Ike was largely his own shrewd cover
for his serious efforts to get control of the
military (and other militant cold war
riors), to decrease tension with Russia and
somehow begin to deal with the
fundamental distortions of American
society. He clearly understood that cru
sading imperial police actions were
extremely dangerous, and he was deter
mined to avoid World War III. When
Britain, France and Israel attacked Egypt
in 1956 over the nationalization of the
Suez Canal, the President called British
Prime M inister A nthony Eden and
scolded him sharply: “ Anthony, you must
have gone out of your mind.”
When the moment came, Eisenhower
could be just as blunt with Americans. A
good many of them were probably
shocked when, in his farewell address of
1961, he spoke candidly and forcefully

about the military-industrial complex that
since 1939 had become the axis of the Am
erican political economy. That was such a
catchy phrase that not many of them no
ticed that he went on to assault the
distortion of education involved in that
consolidation of power. The historically
free and critical university, he noted, “ the

The image of a
rather absent
minded, sometimes
bumbling if not
incoherent Uncle
Ike was largely his
own shrewd cover
for his serious
efforts to get
control of the
military (and other
militant cold
warriors) ... and
somehow begin to
deal with the
fundamental
distortions of
American society.
fountainhead of free ideas and scientific
discovery, has experienced a revolution in
the conduct of research. . . . A govern
mental contract becomes virtually a sub
stitute for intellectual curiosity.”
The speech was not an aberration:
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Eisenhower had become ever more deeply
concerned with those issues after retiring
from the Army. Thus, while it is true that
he was not an intellectual, and was con
servative in many ways, it is also true that
he had a firm sense of how the State had
gradually taken over the very process of
creating and controlling basic ideas—the
ways of making sense of reality. Or, in a
different way, how the State used its ex
tensive control of information, and its
ability to make major decisions in the
name of security, to create an ideology
ever more defined in content as well as
rhetoric as an imperial way of life.
Eisehower’s most serious weakness did
not lie in his fidelity to a rudimentary
version of marketplace economics, or
even in his excessive caution about how
quickly and how far he could move the
American citizenry away from its imperial
obsessions with Russia, China and other
revolutionary movements. It was defined
by his unwillingness to translate his valid
perceptions into strong policies and
active, sustained leadership. He lacked
Hoover’s (or even Churchill’s) toughness
about accepting the limits of American
power and the former President’s know
ledge that the only way to deal with the
costly and unhealthy consequences of
empire was to begin creating a different
way of life. Given his charisma, Eisen
hower could have initiated that process
and perhaps even created an irreversible
momentum.

Kennedy’s
Global
Frontiers
Failing to do that, he left no dynamic
legacy.' The militant advocates of the
global imperial way of life quickly re
asserted their power and policy. They,

too, recognized that the Chinese counter
intervention in Korea had brought the
empire to a critical juncture. Their re
sponse was to reassert American power
and get on with policing the world in the
name of benevolent progress. Led by
John Fitzgerald Kennedy, and calling
themselves the New Frontiersmen, they
perfectly expressed the psychopathology
of the empire at bay and its consequences.
Onward and outward in the spirit of NSC68. “ Ask not what your country can do
for you,” intoned Kennedy in his 1961
inaugural address, “ ask what you can do
for your country.” By country, of course,
they mean their Government.
Kennedy and his advisers had the bril
liant perception to talk about the empire
in the classic idiom of the frontier. That
propaganda gem is of itself almost enough
to justify honoring them as a cleverest im
perial leaders of their generation. The best
that Henry Kissinger could do a few years
later, for example, was to blurt out a
crude reference to the same idiom—pre
senting himself as Gary Cooper in High
Noon. The excessively self-conscious Dr.
Cowboy will ride on stage in good time,
but for the moment let us concentrate on
those Kennedy hands who were born and
bred to empire.
“ Our frontiers today,” cried Kennedy,
“ are on every continent.” America has
“ obligations,” he explained, “ which
stretch ten thousand miles across the Pa
cific, and three and four thousand miles
across the Atlantic, and thousands of
miles to the south. Only the United
States—and we are only six percent of the
world’s population—bears this kind of
burden.” He understandably neglected to
mention that the burden on the metropolis
was somewhat eased by the benefits of
controlling a grossly disproportionate
percentage of the world’s resources. He
was more concerned with creating the
psychological mood of impending doom:
“ The tide of events has been running out
and time has not been our friend.”
The failure of the effort early in 1961 to
overthrow Fidel Castro’s revolution in
Cuba intensified that trauma. Not only

The empire had
been brought to
bay. Dwight David
Eisenhower
understood that
essential truth, and
further realized that
the future character
of American society
depended upon
how the culture
responded.

did the rhetoric become ever more apoca
lyptic (“ this time of maximum danger” )
but Kennedy immediately began a massive
military buildup in the spirit of NSC-68
(three special requests for extra funds
during 1961). Then he indulged himself in
a truly arrogant and irresponsible act.
Knowing that the United States enjoyed a
massive superiority in strategic weapons,
Kennedy publicly goaded, even insulted,
the Soviet Union about its gross inferior
ity.
He scared the Russians viscerally, and
in the process not only prompted them to
launch a desperate effort to correct the
vast imbalance but very probably touched
off the internal Soviet dialogue that led to
the confrontation in 1962 over Russian
missiles in Cuba. The more evidence that
appears about that moment on the edge of
the abyss, the more it seems probable that
the Russians never had any intention of
going to war. Taken with all appropriate
skepticism, for example, Premier Nikita
Khrushchev’s account very likely contains
the essence of the truth: Moscow was less
concerned with the possibility of a second
invasion of Cuba than with somehow—
even at sizable risk—jarring Washington
into a realization that, if pushed to the
wall, the Russians would fight rather than
surrender. Given their grave inferiority,
the only way they could make that point
was by creating a situation that would
dramatize for Americans the threat as ex
perienced daily by the Soviet Union.
Kennedy’s understanding of that mess
age was limited. He spoke of the need to
avoid further such crises, but he clearly
felt that America had regained the initia
tive, that he was now free to deploy Am
erican forces to prevent or control further
change that might weaken the American
empire. He did talk about accepting di
versity among the poor and developing
nations, and about programs to facilitate
some social and economic improvements
in Latin America and other countries.
And he did make some efforts, as in the
Alliance for Progress and the Peace
Corps, to act on that rhetoric. But he also
embarked upon an obsessive campaign to
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murder Castro, and he deployed between
15,000 and 20,000 American troops (many
of them in the field as advisers) to inter
vene in the revolutionary civil war in Viet
nam. Those frontiers on every continent
were going to remain frontiers in the tra
ditional American meaning of a frontier—
a region to penetrate and control and po
lice and civilize.

Empire at
Home
This essay, an effort to review our
development as an empire and to encour
age a searching dialogue among ourselves
about the character of our culture, does
not attempt to offer a detailed recon
struction of American foreign policy.
Hence it would be a contradiction in terms
to wander off into a blow-by-blow
account of recent events. But it does seem
useful to explore some of the contempo
rary aspects of our imperial way of life.
Let us begin with the relationship be
tween NSC-68 and the civil rights move
ment of the 1950s and 1960s; and let us as
sume that American leaders, whatever
their prejudices or racism, believed that
the empire would provide blacks and
other disadvantaged groups (including
poor whites) with greater opportunities
and rewards. Their most popular euphem
ism for empire—growth—was invoked on
the ground that even the same share of an
ever larger pie would produce improve
ment for everyone. And elitists like Ache
son had reason to believe that the minori
ties and other poor would continue to be
patient until the fruits of empire were har
vested.
But the war in Korea, and the related
increase in military spending, revealed the
true priorities of the empire and hence
dramatized the discrepancy involved in
talking about empire in terms of liberty,
freedom, equality and welfare while deny
ing those benefits to large numbers of

people at home. That contradiction was
further highlighted by the nonviolent
nature of black protest against being
denied elementary equity on the buses of
Montgomery, Alabama, in 1955 and in
the eating places of Greensboro, North
Carolina, in 1960. Some white Americans
recognized and became upset about that
contrast, but neither Eisenhower nor
Kennedy devised an effective response.
The former was socially and politically
too conservative and cautious, and the
latter was more concerned with standing
up to the Russians all along America’s
global frontier.

LB.J.S
Tragedy
But Lyndon Baines Johnson did make a
brave—and in the end tragic—effort to
resolve that visceral contradiction in the
imperial way of life. He tried to make ma
jor improvements in the quality of life for
the poor and disadvantaged of all colors
(and therefore for all other Americans)
and at the same time secure the frontier in
Indochina. That proved to be impossible
because by 1964-65 the dynamics of
empire as a way of life left him no room to
maneuver. Given the legacy of prejudice
and racism, and the global definition of
America’s political economy and its secur
ity as formulated in NSC-68, Johnson was
trying to swim in the sky. But at least he
tried.
Stated bluntly, the President could not
muster the votes to help the poor at home
unless he honored the imperial ethic in
Vietnam. He simply did not enjoy the per
sonal and political advantages that
enabled Eisenhower to move quietly
toward a less grandiose foreign policy.
That meant that any effort to make
structural reforms at home would pro
voke a militant reaction around the classic
imperial theme of “ Who Lost Whatever

Wherever?”
Johnson first tried to finesse the war
issue. Therein lies the stuff of great
drama. A modern Shakespeare might well
do it this way: If only Johnson had gone
with his instinct as a Southerner to recog
nize in the Vietcong the American blacks
driven to violenc, then he might—just
might—have begun the process whereby
Americans said no to empire and yes to
the vision of community. But the imperial
North had forever scarred the South. Left
it resentful and determined to prove its
valor and its equality. There is a great play
in that old fear of the South transformed
into a recognition of the truth that one
either frees the slaves or confronts a rebel
lion. But the North had failed to learn
that lesson during Reconstruction after
the Civil War, and so Johnson had no
allies to help him redefine the truth of
America.
So from finessing the war Johnson
moved to lying about the war. His efforts
to stand firm on the frontier while effect
ing reforms at home led him to create
enormous inflationary pressures within
the economy and to engage in ever more
serious self-deception and public dissem
bling to sustain popular support for the
imperial war. In the end, that is to say,
Johnson was the victim of the basic fear,
so candidly expressed in NSC-68, that
America was fundamentally threatened by
any disorder in the world (a fear also re
vealed in the President’s intervention ni
Santo Domingo).
That fog of trepidation and dread
continued to influence the conduct of for
eign affairs by President Richard Milhous
Nixon and Secretary of State Henry
Kissinger. Their bone-marrow anxiety
provides the key to resolving the apparent
paradox in a diplomacy that sought to sta
bilize relations with the Russians while
the
recognizing
sim ultaneously
Communist Government of China, falsi
fying official records to hide an illegal and
devastating expansion of. the Vietnamese
war into Cambodia, launching an effort
to subvert an elected socialist government
in Chile and supporting a dictatorship in

Kissinger’s
Justice
No one yet knows the precise nature of
the relationship between Nixon and
Kissinger. But Kissinger could not have
functioned as he did without the support
of the President. The Secretary of State
has provided the most information about
the assumptions that underlay their poli
cies, and it seems apparent that they
recognized that the grand objective of
NSC-68—the subversion of the Soviet
Union—was no longer realistic. Kissinger
had long agreed with Churchill, for
example, that the United States should
have negotiated a broad settlement with
the Russians in 1947-48, and concluded
during the 1950s that American policy had
“ reached an impasse.”

Kissinger said it all
in one sentence:
The United States
must somehow
“shape events in
the light of our own
purposes. ” A
marvelously subtle
definition of empire
Thus
existing
powers.
least in

is was necessary to stabilize the
balance between the two super
The first step on that road, at
their view, was to assert their
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power over the bureaucracies in the State
Departm ent and other branches of
G overnnm ent—a
task
Kissinger
undertook with such relish as an exercise
of his own ego in the service of his great
man interpretation of history. That done,
Kissinger could begin the effort to order
and balance the world.
He now and again admitted the im
possibility of doing that without a clear
conception of such a system, and likewise
spoke of the importance of justice, but he
never provided either the vision of the
definition of justice. Indeed, Kissinger
had little patience with anyone who was
concerned with the character of the world
order he invoked so often. In one classic
instance, for example, he dismissed such
people for “ confusing social reform with
geopolitics.” Yet his favorite word to de
fine geopolitics was “ equilibrium” —little
more than a fancy synonym for order. As
for justice, Kissinger might usefully have
remembered the rabbi’s wisdom about
Deuteronomy 16:20: “ Justice, justice
shalt thou pursue.” Asked why the word
justice is repeated, the rabbi explained
that it was done to emphasize the necessity
of pursuing justice with justice.
Given the Nixon-Kissinger willingness
to settle for controlling nothing more than
the world outside Russia and Eastern
Europe, their policy of detente and stra
tegic arms control was a rational first step
toward that objective. And it is certainly
arguable that their approach to China (de
spite their tactics of secrecy and shock)
was on balance a positive and stabilizing
maneuver as long as it was not allowed to
become a part of a new strategy of
containment designed to destabilize the
Soviet Union. And that caveat applies to
subsequent American leaders as well as to
Nixon and Kissinger.
The weaknesses of the Nixon-Kissinger
approach became clear in their dealings
with the rest of the world. On the one
hand, they defined stabilization as allow
ing the United States to decide what was
permissable and impermissable beyond
the Soviet sphere. But, on the other hand,
they
lacked
any
significant

It is difficult to
imagine how
anyone of
Kissinger’s
intelligence could
combine more
errors of
perception,
understanding,
analysis and policy
in dealing with Iran.
comprehension or understanding of the
dynam ic, causal interrelationships
between economics, politics and social
affairs within the poor regions of the
world, or between the global rich and

poor. Hence they mistakenly linked any
changes not approved or controlled by the
United States to the influence of the
Russians. The unhappy results became
most apparent in Cambodia, Chile and
Iran.
The unconstitutional bom bing of
Cambodia, which clearly did more to de
stroy the fabric and morale of that society
than the incursion of the N orth
Vietnamese which Kissinger used to
justify the monstrous act, is in some
respects less revealing of their diplomacy
than their actions in Chile and Iran. The
American Ambassador to Chile began his
report on that nation’s Presidential
election of 1970 with these words: “ Chile
voted calmly to have a Marxist-Leninist
state, the first nation in the world to make
this choice freely and knowingly. [Italics
added.] In keeping with the primary
responsibility of a foreign service officer,
that is an essentially factual report;
although adding the term Leninist to
Marxist has long been the routine ploy
used by those in power in America to turn
an avowed socialist into a Communist
pawn of the Kremlin. The ambassador
then offered, in a wholly legitimate way,
his evaluation of the evidence: it was his
view “ a grievous defeat’* for the United
States.
Kissinger’s account o f A m erica’s
subsequent efforts to prevent Salvador
Allende from becoming President of
Chile, and later to destabilize and subvert
his Government, is remarkable for its
conscious and unconscious revelations
about the Nixon-Kissinger conduct of for
eign affairs. Before Allende became Presi
dent, for example, Kissinger presents the
man as a doctrinaire Communist in the
Russian mold. Once Allende becomes
President, however, Kissinger talks about
the possibility that he will become such a
puppet. In a similar way, the former
Secretary of State stresses Allende’s
narrow plurality in 1970 without once
noting, even in a footnote, that Allende
increased his vote in the next election,
which was held in accordance with Chile’s
constitution.

All that tells us more than Kissinger
intended us to know, but he is even more
illuminating when he insists that “ our
concern with Allende was based on
national security, not on economics,” and
proceeds to em phasize “ American
interests in the hemisphere.” There are
three responses. First, Kissinger cannot
seriously expect the observer to believe
that Washington was worried about the
Russians’ turning Chile into a base for a
strategic—geopolitical—military attack
on the United States. Even he admits that
the matter had been settled during the
Cuban missile crisis, and, for that matter,
refined during his tenure in the basement
of the White House.
Second, if Kissinger did in truth not
consider economic interests as an integral
part of national security (“ American
interests in the hemisphere” ), then one
must conclude that he was stunningly
obtuse and probably not qualified to be
Secretary of State in the world’s premier
capitalist political economy.
Third, in view of Kissinger’s presenta
tion of himself as a realist, he wholly
ignores the feasibility of working with an
elected socialist government as a hard
headed as well as moral strategy to
counter the Soviet appeal in the Third
World and to give hope to all democratic
reformers in the poor nations. American
leaders seem to be limited in their sight to
the left by benevolent dictators like
Marshall Josip Tito of Yugoslavia.
The Secretary’s performance in dealing
with Iran offers support for all those criti
cisms. Give him his due: he has cryptically
admitted that his comprehension of the
relationships between economic, political
and social development was less than
sophisticated. Hardly even rudimentary.
But that is only part of the explanation of
his failure in Iran. For it is extremely
doubtful that anyone could control events
in the non-Soviet world. Asked for his
comment on the matter, Karl Marx would
have laughed aloud in the reading room of
the British Museum.
Still and all, it is difficult to imagine
how anyone of Kissinger’s intelligence

Alan Costieys
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could combine more errors of perception,
understanding, analysis and policy in
dealing with Iran. Neither he nor Nixon
exhibited any sense of that nation’s
history, or even of its intensely religious
and nationalistic pride. And they
obviously assumed that Iranians had
accepted or forgotten that the United
States had grossly intervened to control
the resources and the government of that
country even before overthrowing an
elected government in the 1950s.
Given all that, it is not surprising that
they embarked upon a policy doomed to
failure. In embracing and arming the
Shah, in truth a petty despot, they
com m itted
A m erica’s geopolitical
interests to a government guaranteed to
generate every growing internal opposi
tion to its pretensions. And in supporting,
even encouraging, the despot to raise the
price of oil to pay for his Tinkertoy regime
they undercut the foundation of the
American imperial way of life they sought
to preserve.
The oil crisis is not a simple matter of
the poor determined to become rich. It de
fines far more important issues. It asks to
what lengths the United States is prepared
to deny its commitment to self-determina
tion, to freedom and liberty, in order to
preserve its imperial way of life. The
Palestinians are as much human beings as
the Israelis. And so we come ever closer to
the dangers inherent in lying to ourselves
about our imperial way of life.

Eating
Our cake
America began to produce oil near
Titusville, Pennsylvania, on August 27,
1859. Fifty years later the United States
pumped more than the rest of the world
combined. The political economy of
capitalism shifted away from coal and
neglected to explore other sources of
energy. There was a short but intense oil

scare between 1917 and 1924, a hullabaloo
created by the Navy shifting to oil-fired
turbines, the Mexican revolution, the
boom in automobiles and airplanes, the
beginnings of the petrochemical industry
and the struggle for market supremacy
(and survival) among American petroleum
corporations.
That crisis disappeared in the cloud of
confidence puffed up by the finding of
new reserves abroad (as in Venezuela), by
new discoveries at home (as in Texas), by
more efficient exploration and production
at home and—most particularly—by
gaining access to the vast reserves in Saudi
Arabia and other poor and weak countries
in the Middle East. No better example
ever of the rewards of empire as a way of
life. But make no mistake, we also came
to rely on other cheap materials from the
provinces.
The United States continued to produce
half the world’s oil until, in 1948, it
became a net importer of oil. True
imperial dependency upon the natives.
But a statement by John McCloy that we
should “ have our cake and eat it too”
perfectly captures the euphoria of the
imperial way of life as applied to oil.
Americans, citizens as well as leaders,
simply assumed that they could sell their
oil abroad for a good profit while
importing it from the provinced at pennies
a barrel.
The imperial way of life was disrupted
by the Organization of Petroleum Export
ing Countries in 1973-74. But the oil-fired
empire, once symbolized by the Navy and
now by intercontinental bombers, could
not talk about the problem in a realistic
way simply because it had never come to
terms with its imperial way of life. The
euphemisms began to dissolve. The
United States supported the creation of
Israel for three reasons: a commitment to
the principle of self-determination, the
financial and political power of Jews in
domestic American politics and the imper
ial usefulness of Israel as a client state in
the oil-rich Middle East. The problem was
that the Palestinians also had a right to
self-determined nationhood, and oil was a

T reat yo u rse lf to o ptim um m etabolism w ith a ll the n utrien ts a body
needs; vita m in s, m in era ls, herbs - balanced in a sing le ta b le t and
produced as n a tu ra lly as possible.

most effective way to make that point.
And so the crisis deepened. Kissinger
said it all in one sentence: The United
States must somehow “ shape events in the
light of our own purposes.” A marvelous
ly subtle definition of empire. But note
particularly that som ehow. W hat a

Americans, citizens
as well as leaders,
simply assumed
that they could sell
their oil abroad for
a good profit while
importing it from the
provinces at
*pennies a barrel.
wonderful way of avoiding any coming to
terms with the reality of empire. But to
evade that moment of truth means again
going to war.
No candor, more flight from reality.
More flight, no peace. No chance finally
to confront the central challenge:
Is the idea and reality o f America possi
ble without empire?

IV
E COME full circle.
History never provides
programmatic answers.
Butonce
it does
guidethe
one
to
It all calls to mind,
again,
wise
ask
the
right
ques
observation offered by Carl Becker. We
tions—and that is cru
cial to developing the
right answers.

W

Americans must “ be always transforming
the world into [our] idea of it.” Such a
culture,
“ knowing
th at
it
is
right,. . . wishes only to go ahead. Satis
fied with certain conventional premises, it
hastens on to the obvious conclusion.”
More than a bit like Wright Morris—we
do duck off.
What are the right questions? I suggest
that they are the same ones that Eugene
Debs and Charles Beard—even Herbert
Hoover—began to ask two generations
ago. Asking the right questions is what we
are about. I do not think that even Debs,
let alone Beard or Hoover, have given us
the right answers. Those people are
important because they asked the right
questions.
The best thing that can be said for our
American empire is that we produced
some very good questions. Now is the
time to begin answering those questions.
Say regional socialism: push through
the implications of the Tennessee Valley
Authority, for example; o r . . . whatever
you have given serious through to
developing into a program.
I like to return to the question raised by
our history.
Is the idea and reality o f America
possible without empire?
Can you even imagine America as not
an empire?
I think often these days about the re
lationship between those two words—im
agination and empire—and wonder if they
are incompatible.
The truth of it is that I think they are in
compatible.
So there we are.
Do you want to imagine a new America
or do you want to preserve the empire?
Now, as surely we all know, preserving
the empire is an exercise in futility. We
will sizzle or suffocate.
So let us get on with imagining a new
America.
Once we imagine it, break out of the
imperial idiom, we just might be able to
create a nonimperial America.
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N THE SUMMER of ’75, a group

of local yokels joined their East
Coast kin at the Rounder Records
studio in Sommerville, Massachu
setts, to produce Have Moicy, an al
bum that made the top-ten lists of
America’s two most prestigious rock
critics—R obert C ristgau of the
Village Voice and John Rockwell of
the N. Y. Times. Cristgau called it “ a
fuckin’ masterpiece—the best record
of the year.” In the music world,
that’s equivalent to the Blazer’s ’77
title, yet these talented folks—de
scendents of America’s longest-run
ning, least-known original band, the
Holy Modal Rounders—remain al
most unknown beyond their devoted
and loving bohemian-shitkicker fol
lowing.
Have M oicy was recorded by
whichever members of the extended
Rounder family happened to be on
the East Coast at the time. It was un
doubtedly a typical Rounder produc
tion, as chaotic and spontaneous as
only they can be, with their time-test
ed talents and musical roots in perfect
constellation. Have Moicy featured
the King of the Vermont ski lodge cir
cuit, Michael Hurley; Holy Modal
Rounder’s co-founder Peter Stampfel, who led the East Coast branch,
the Unholy Modal Rounders; plus
Jeffrey Frederick of the Clamtones
(at that time composed of deacons of
both Holy and Unholy congrega
tions) and his clamette, vocalist Jill
Gross. As this might indicate, it
would take a present day Boswell to
actually chart the history of the
Rounders in their many incarnations.
Their impact on Portland’s music
scene has been substantial for years,
yet local critics contribute to a con
spiracy of silence by talking of Port
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land’s recording history as starting
with Paul Revere and the Louie Louie
boys with a 20-year hiatus before Sea
food, Johnny and the Wipers came
along. Many of these latest raves are
playing at Euphoria—named after
Rounder Robin Remailly’s song and
largely built through their drawing
power at a time when the OLCC was
as stingy with their liquor licenses as
Fernando Valenzuela is with runs. It
took playing to packed houses with
apple juice for spirits to convince the
OLCC that something worthwhile
was going down on Produce Row.
We’ll try to lift the curtain a bit on
this bizarre and talented group of
crazies who inspired the naming of
Rounder Records, has been escorted
to the state line by ’Barna’s finest,
and accused of “ destroying country
music.”
N 1962, Steve Weber, “ a sexy,

/

skinny 19 year old version of Li’l
Abner” fresh from Bucks County,
PA, arrived in the Big Apple. Before
he signed on for the amphetamine
wars, Weber teamed up with Peter
Stampfel to produce Holy Modal
Rounders 1&2, a “ unique brand of
music that sounded like what you
might hear on the old 78’s that had

UP WITH
STAMPFEL TO PRODUCE A
"UNIQUE BRAND OF MUSIC
THAT SOUNDED LIKE WHAT
YOU MIGHT HEAR ON THE
come from southern rural junk shops
and been pickled in marijuana juice.”
The young pickers set the folk world
on fire. Unfortunately for them, that
world extended across only four
blocks of New York’s Greenwich
Village and a smaller portion of
Harvard Square.
Weber and Stampfel had emersed
themselves in traditional American
music. The love they had for that
music rang true and clear at a 1963
marathon 72-hour benefit for the
Cam bridge C h ild ren ’s H ospital
where they played all night and into
the next day, thus outlasting Eric Von
Schmidt, Jim Kweskin and other folk

Layout by Eric Edwards

luminaries to inspire a group of fans
who would later found Rounder Re
cords.

Q T EVE’S YOUTH in Bucks
V County was spent greasing rail
road tracks so that the trains would
slide a half mile from the station and
growing up with second, third, and in
some cases fourth generation geeks
from A m erica’s oldest socialist
county. While the rest of Amerca was
living amidst the sterile ’50s, Weber,
future Rounder Robin Remailly,
Michael Hurley and Perry Miller (aka
Jesse Colin Young) were getting a
unique upbringing. They hung out

byLenny P«e

to Stockholm where they played at a
counter festival to a UN conference
and then peddled their wares
throughout Holland, Denmark and
Belgium.

OLD 7S's THAT HAD COME
FROM SOUTHERN RURAL
JU N K SHOPS AND BEEN
P IC K L E D IN MARIJUANA
JU IC E "
with nudists who had been eating
peyote since the ’40s while listening to
the local faves, the Weavers and Pete
Seeger.
Many an evening was spent with a
gentlemen named Fredrick Ramsey
Jr., who a la Allen Lomax went down
to the deep South and recorded the
real ethnic hard-core spirit for Folk
ways—from the chants of cotton
pickers
to
M ississippi
Fred
McDowell, Clifton Chenier and a
funky old accordian band called the
Hackberry Ramblers.
EANWHILE IN Milwaukee,
/ < / Wisconsin, Peter Stampfel

was falling in love with rock ’n roll. It
was Stampfel who articulated the
possibilities of a merger of folk and
rock.
“ I saw this baby faced kid with a
guitar case and motorcycle hat. I
thought he was some kid from the
Bronx carrying around a guitar case
so he could get laid. He’s probably a
greaser too, because he’s wearing a
motorcycle hat.” Bob Dylan was
playing at the Fat Black Pussycat.
“ His first number was a banjo tune
called ‘Sally Ann.’ After about 8 bars
I absolutely was out of my seat, I
could feel my mind bouncing like a
balloon on the ceiling trying to get

out. I immediately became hysterical
telling everybody he was great. The
reason he got me was that he obvious
ly had rock ’n roll phrasing down and
he obviously understood traditional
music.”
The seed th a t flow ered the
electronic R ounder sound was
germinated that evening. It grew dur
ing Stampfel’s 10 day, 24-hour-a-day
stretches on speed where he would
hear the ions coming out of the radio.
The music that would later be record
ed raced through Stampfel’s mind,
yet he and Weber hardly talked.
Peter’s experiments with ions would
have come to naught, had not Fraser
Mohawk offered the lads the princely
sum of $300 to play at Stony Brook
U. on Long Island. Realizing there
was gold in them-there-hills, the first
of countless Rounder revivals was
hatched.
P e ter’s experiments continued
thanks to their part-time drummer
and full-tim e aw ard winning
playw right, Sam S hepard, who
integrated
their
music
and
performance into his productions of
Operation Sidewinder and Forensic
and the Navigators. After dazzling
off-Broadway, it was only natural
that the Hog Farm would invite them

Graphics by David Celsi

f HROUGH THE album Moray
• Eels E at the H oly M odal
Rounders (1968), which one Chicago
DJ described as perfect proof that
musicians can take too many drugs,
Good Taste is Timeless (1970),
engineered by Scotty Moore, guitar
player for Elvis, and Alleged in Their
Own Time (1974), the boys managed
with the help of Thomas Edison’s
invention to continue making music
like “ chalk scraping a blackboard.”
In 1972, with the streets of the east
ern cities becoming a junkie’s night
mare, the Rounders headed for fame
and fortune in California, only to
discover the green pastures of what
was reported to be a hippie retirement
colony—no, not W oodstock—but
our own little burg-was-the-word,
when drummer Roger N orth’s wife
Ty, a native Oregonian, paused to
have a baby. So one drizzly day, just
as Oregon’s archaic no-live-music-inclubs law was changing, a ’52
Greyhound bus (the silver slug) rolled
into town with six of the best music
ians from sea to shining sea.
From the first evening in the base
ment of PSU’s Montgomery Building
to that brawling, passionate sweatbox, the old White Eagle to the early
days on a bella donna cloud at
Euphoria, these troubadors would
make some amazing music.
Steve Weber would suddenly be a
“ Snake in the Grass” at “ Smokey
Joe’s Cafe” while claiming “ We
Didn’t Love Him No M ore.” His
national steel guitar syncopated,
Joseph Spence style, while Richard
“ Magic Fingers” Tyler would tickle
the ivory with some honky tonk that
would have you floating down the
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THERE'S A MARKET THAT DON'T PAY ANY ATTENTION
TO THE PRODUCTS THAT BACK THE INDUSTRY ON THE
CHIU COOK OFFS AND AU THAT KIND OF SHIT. THEY
HAVE NO USE FOR OUR KIND OF MUSIC. THAT'S WHY I
THINK WE ARE DESTINED TO STAY PLAYING LIVE FOR
THEPEOPLE

w

Mississippi on the Delta Queen. Bare
foot picker Robin Remailly would be
madly doing a two step with his fiddle
or mandolin. Just as you’d be settling
in with Dave Reisch’s rock steady
bass and Roger N o rth ’s unique
drumming (a sound only possible on
his own hand-built set, which he’s
sold to the likes of Steely Dan and the
Doobies), along comes Teddy Deane
to take you a little higher with the
baddest sax this side of Clarence
Clemons of the E Street Band.
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w ” e sat down at Dave’s Deli with
Jeffrey to discover what made this
ham burger reap p ear, and this
ham burger being Jeffrey Sutton
Fredericks, former king clam of the
illustrious Clamtones and perfect
master of the rowdy bar set, selfconfessed food hurler, dipsomaniac,
pickpocket and exhibitionist. Today
we will reveal the meaning of his
flight from the desert and his
resurrection of what has been called
the greatest... .fuckin’ bar band in
A m erica,. . . .we’re going to take
Jeffrey’s pulse h e re .. . .
Jeffrey: I’m fine today, thank you.
CSQ: What made you leave Vermont
and come to Oregon?
Jeffrey: I felt despondent one after
noon, sold two of my little calves, got
on a Canadian National in Montreal,
and came across over to Vancouver. I

had never been to the West Coast
before.
CSQ: Who was with you on that trip?
Jeffrey: I was by myself, thank you.
Well, not really. You know why I
wasn’t alone? Because before I left, I
cooked a turkey. When I got on that
gosh darned train, I had more friends
than anybody, because nobody else
had any food up there in low class. I
had a big hunk of cheese and two
cases of beer and a bunch of Jack
Daniels whiskey. So I come all the
way across Canada, four day trip and
I got off in Vancouver, Canada, not
V ancouver, W ashington, and I
thought that it was about another 20
minutes drop into Portland, see, to
meet Robin who had said “ Come on
out here, and we’ll start a band up.
You know, you can play all these
songs here, and w e’ve got

B L S THE Nixon house of cards
* ■ began to crumble, another
great American character, Steve
Weber, his indulgences finally besting
him, began failing. His creative
energies at a low ebb, it was fortunate
for the band (and Portland) that Jeff
rey Frederick—an inventive, talented,
crazed singer-songwriter—arrived on
the scene. He had earlier connected
with the Rounders in Vermont, and
upon hearing that the West Coast
branch of the family actually had
working equipment, Jeffrey and his
side-kick Jill Gross followed Horace

Greeley’s dictum and headed west.
Sans Weber, Jeffrey created Les
Clamtones, and in 6 months time the
b a n d ’s m otor was humming to
“ Robbin’ Banks,” “ Beer Shits,”
“ Red New t,” and “ Playin’ the
Guitar on the Toilet Too Long.”
The Clamtones/Rounders were fre
quently gone from Portland during
this period, including their Bicen
tennial T our down the great
American highway. One night the
silver slug dropped them in Auburn,
Alabama, where they played backup
to the Coasters. Some locals didn’t
take too kindly to being asked to
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everybody.. .got David, Richard,
and all those characters, Roger, and
what-have-you.” So I got off the
train in Vancouver, Canada, and I
found out that it was a 24-hour drive
on a bus from there to here. They
stopped every two seconds. When I
finally pulled in, I was sitting in the
b a c k ...le t me tell you, I wasn’t
feeling good. I felt that I had just lost
my hom e. . . . I looked out the bus
window and there was Robin all
dressed in scarves.
CSQ: I’ve seen that outfit.
Jeffrey: Where I come from up in
hillbilly country, you don’t see that
kind of shit. When I looked in there I
saw Robin standing on top of the
table, and there were all these winos
standing around watching Robin
playing the fiddle waiting for me to
get there, and I said, “ Good Lord,
what have I done this time?” He puts
me in a 1951 Desoto two d o o r.. . . It
had big purple spots with yellow
lines. . . .
CSQ: Why wasn’t Jill with you when
you came out?
Jeffrey: She was back in Vermont
waiting for me to find out what kind
of prospects there were on the wild
West Coast.
CSQ: Did you ever make any money
off Have Moicy?
Jeffrey: The last time I talked to
them, they said that they owed me
$34 but that they would put it on my
account. . . .
CSQ: You have been known to be a
little late once in a while and mumble
into the microphone for 45 minutes.
When Michael Hurley showed up in
1980, he did the same thing and
nobody came. Are you conscious of
the change in the audience and the
need to stand up straighter and have
you shirt buttoned?
Jeffrey: I generally have, yes. I’ve
always put on quite a program, one
way or the other. I have never missed
a program. I was always on time, too.
I don’t know where that filthy rumor
got started. I think it’s slanderous. . .
CSQ: How do you feel about these
Johnny-come-latelys getting all this
media backing with simulcasts and
the like?
Jeffrey: I think everybody should
have a profession. Now, some people
shouldn’t quit their day job, of
course, but that doesn’t bother me
one bit. It really doesn’t . . . . I have
other ways of taking care of myself,
you know.
CSQ: When was the last time you
shook hands with your liver?
Jeffrey: I’ve never touched my damn
liver. I don’t even eat liver.. . . Jello
is the one I don’t like. Anything that
wiggles before I eat, I can’t swallow
i t . . . . I don’t know why. Ever since
my father killed that horse, and we
were eating hamburgers made out of
the horse, and we had Jello for
dessert, and I said, “ How did you
make that?” And mother said she
made it out of the inside of the
hooves of that horse, and I loved that
horse. I got it for my fourteenth
birthday. I haven’t touched the shit
ever since, let me tell you. Why is
everybody so damned intent on
finding out what my liver situation is,

“ Take these nails out of my hand/I
swear you’ll get to the promised
land/all your sins are forgiven just let
me down” —the band was let down
about 80 miles down the road.
Real life comix continued
unabated. The slug caught fire
outside M uskogee, Oklahom a,
causing a two-month pit stop with
some friendly down home country
cousins of Merle Haggard.
Before returning home, they
recorded Spiders in the Moonlight at
Rounder Records and Last Round in
N.Y. Yet what should have been a
trium phant tour following Have

M ultn o m ah M o n th ly
M agazin e
by the way? It’s not protruding at all.
I look very healthy, don’t you think?
CSQ: Have any of the traditional
country singers like Johnny Cash ever
heard your songs?
Jeffrey: Yes. Yes. They think they’re
horrible.
CSQ: Do they really?
Jeffrey: Of course.. . . But there is a
problem out there with the everyday
listener, and the people who buy your
schmaltzy songs, which I just adore,
but there’s also another market that
d on ’t pay any attention to the
products that back the industry on
the AM and FM radios like your roll
ons or your chili cook offs and all
that kind of shit. They have no use
for our kind of music in that realm,
but also there are people that love to
go out and hear it. T hat’s why I think
we are destined to stay playing live

do when you get there. . . . But as far
as what goes on in the future, it’s yet
to be seen. I ’m quite interested in
keeping working, and I want to play
with the boys I play with now, and I
want to hang around with the people
I hang around with now. I couldn’t
be happier, you know. I act like a sad
sack all the tim e. T h a t’s just
because.. .well, th at’s my secret.
That’s how I talk people into pitying
me, you know, but actually I feel just
fine, and everybody feels real fine
with our music. And we like our
music. We love each other; all of us
do, and there’s not a sane son of a
bitch in the whole band, you know. A
lot of them act like they are. And we
got so many kids, and we got so many
people th a t. . . we just got to make a
major thrust, try to do something. I
have to say it, but the fun might be

P o rtla n d ’s N ew , Deluxe T abloid
featuring,:
Humor: both w ritten & draw n
is seeking, submissions!
Interested?
Call: 239-6812
or
mail samples to:
Multnomah Monthly Magazine
3036 S. E. 33rd Avenue
Portland. Oregon 97202

Latvian Wedding
“ They hired us through somebody to play at a Latvian
wedding. This woman sat right in front. She was 90 years old
and the grandmother of the girl who was getting married. This
old woman sat there for hours and hours, and Weber ate too
much and threw up all over himself. The bride’s mother
cleaned it u p . . . we had a roast beef fight. . . everybody got
wedding cake all over their face. We were having the time of
our lives breaking open all their champagne, and the entire
wedding party was sitting over in the corner all by themselves.
They weren’t dancing or anything. All the other people were
dancing. So I walked over to this lady and she had been sitting
there for four hours listening to us scream and holler and carry
on and everything. I went over to tell her how much I enjoyed
this breaking the age barrier for the over 70 bunch because she
just sat there, and was having a big time. I went over to say
thank you to her, and she was dead. I thought she was enjoying
the damn show. . . . She’d gone. . . onto her great reward. ’’
for the people. I mean, our records
don’t sell that bad. Like, what the
hell good is a horse without four good
hooves?
CSQ: Who could manage you?
Jeffrey: Do you want me to say
Reverend Moon? Somebody with a
flair for business. . . .
CSQ: If I had a dime and I could get
any promoter or any agent on the
lin e .. . .
Jeffrey: Who would I call?
CSQ: Yeah.
Jeffrey: I’d call my mother. She’d
probably have a heart attack. I don’t
know. I really don’t know. That’s not
in my league. I’ve probably got
standing right behind me whenever
we play, the most competent and
inventive musicians in the United
States of America, at least some of
them, anyway. I’m not the kind of
guy that goes to people like that
unless I was going to crawl in their
back window and see what their TV
looked like and lower it out by a rope.
We do play country music and we do
play rock and roll. . . but you know
what types of music that is . . . seven
guys in a broken-down station wagon
heading for a $75 gig. T hat’s country
music, and rock and roll is what you

over. We might have to go to work
for a while. For ages we have been
playing for money and you can see
how much I got. I tipped the waitress
22d and that fell out of my rear
pocket. But I don’t think we’ve ever
put on a bad show. Sometimes
they’re not what people come out to
see. They’re always different; there’s
entertainment there to be had.
CSQ: It’s my contention that half the
folks showed up for the music, and
the other half showed up to see what
would happen.
Jeffrey: It’s true they would come to
see who would throw up on what and
all that. But that give us a bad name
in a lot of places. A lot of people
couldn’t handle it. They don’t think
that we can hold it together long
enough. They don’t think that we can
cover a four-hour show. But you
know better than that lately here. So
what I would suggest is that the next
time we are playing with the whole
band you should come see us and
have that be the tonic for your mixer.

Moicy’s critical acclaim, except for
some starlit nights at the Armadillo in
Austin, was just another trip on a
deteriorating Greyhound bus. With
no backing from their namesake
label, the “ best fuckin’ album of the
year” was heard by almost no one
and they came back to the same old
use to be’s.
The band was burned out, and
everyone needed a break from each
other. The front men had to face the
fact that the cover of Rolling Stone
had passed them b y ...S te v e got
worse, and Jeffrey inherited many of
his predecessor’s undesirable tastes.

No one was writing new tunes. They
played much better out of town where
they couldn’t indulge their excesses.
Yet their Portland fans turned out in
record numbers, until even the most
loyal camp followers began having
doubts. By 1978, there was little left.
The band appeared moribund.
It took St. Paddy himself to rid
them of a host of demons, when this
March 17 a seemingly born-again
Jeffrey Frederick suddenly arose out
of the Nevada desert. It now appears
that a new, improved modal called
Les Clams might be on the road
again.

Les Clams will be at Tippers
Sunday, July 12 and at Luis La
Bamba's Sunday, July 19.
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O n th e R a d i o
B Y L Y N N B A B B O C H tS S i® iiH ^ ^
’VE ALWAYS liked lis
tening to the radio. When
I was small and my mom
had to leave early for
work, she made sure the
big console was turned to
“ Uncle B ob’s Squirrel
Cage” so I could march
around the house in time to the mu
sic. As I got older, I retreated to my
room in the evenings and drew the
radio music around me, and on the
streets I joined my friends listening to
rock and roll on tiny transistors with
ear jacks. Over the years my tastes in
music changed, and the limitations of
commercial broadcasting began to
interfere with my pleasure, but
radio’s potential to feel close and
intimate at the same time that it put
me in touch with a community larger
than my immediate circle of friends
has never ceased to fascinate.
For a city its size, Portland is
blessed with a variety of good radio
programs, and listeners who prefer
jazz, funk,R&B and even reggae have
hours of the best and latest available,
thanks primarily to KBOO (Portland’s
listener-supported, community radio),
KOAP (Oregon’s educational and pub
lic broadcast system), and the few
commercial stations that include vin
tage R&B as well as more contempo
rary versions. I feel especially lucky to
have found three shows that serve up
the kinds of music I most enjoy while
expressing a point of view that deepens
my appreciation and understanding;
dependable, weekly shows that com
bine solid entertainment with a cutting
edge of belief: Art Alexander’s “ Ebony
Nights” on KOAP, George Page’s
“ Jazz Rap” on KBOO, and Pablo
Innis’ “ Roots Rock Reggae” on
KBOO. Although there are other local
DJs working the same vein, these three
shows exemplify for me the most
stimulating use of radio in town.

VERY w eekend
night, Art Alexander
features the best of
“ great black music”
from such artists as
Harvey Mason, Noel
P o in te r, D eborah
Laws and Quincy Jones, as well
as more traditional jazz favorites
from the USA and the Caribbean.
Art is 26 years old, from New York
by the way of the University of
Nebraska (“ Middle America was in
vogue then” ), and speaks in a rich,
erudite baritone. Between carefully
orchestrated sets, he provides a run
down o f the local jazz scene,
occasional Black Historical Notes,
accouncements of community interest
and local news (“ know what’s going
on before it happens to you” ). Art
always has a lot to say, but he’s
careful not to intrude: “ I know one
of the things you enjoy about the
show is that I d o n ’t talk too
m u c h ...” He actively boosts the
interest of the black community, and
is visible around town in roles such as
MC for the NAACP’s Academic, Per
forming and Visual Arts Olympics in
Portland. The music he plays always
has a strong rhythmic foundation, and
although he admits that it’s hard to
cover all the bases, he hopes to reach
listeners from 16 to 50. His shows re
flect his intelligence, broad interests
and dedication to the music.

P a b lo I n n is
At 39 years of age with a career in
broadcasting that began when he was
16, George Page has developed a
strong radio personality. Every
Saturday afternoon at KBOO, his
“ Jazz Rap” features such artists as
Bobby Bland and B.B. King, Marlena
Shaw and Joe Williams, Count Basie
and Clifford Brown, Jimmy Smith
and Les McCann, Horace Silver and
Gene Aamons. George also presents

news and community service announce
ments (“ I’m the guy who set up the
KBOO Community Calendar. . . I set
up the first Public Affairs Depart
ment” ), and is a potent fundraiser for
the station (“ They wanted us to raise
$280 an hour and I was averaging
about $700-800” ) with a large listener
ship (“ I average between 125 and 200
phone calls every Saturday” ). He is an
unabashed promoter of his favorite
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local m usicians and clubs, and
expects others to live by his motto:
Back What You Believe In—he
doesn’t hesitate to go to them for
money when pledges are needed.
When asked why he does so well, he
replied, “ Because I don’t bullshit
anybody.”
Yes, George Page is a straight
talking man of strong beliefs who can
hold a position against adversity,
becoming especially obdurate when
white people take offense at his
presentation: “ I don’t do the show
for whites. I’m glad white people
listen; I appreciate that. But I do it
primarily for blacks.” He is also
capable of switching from his gritty
street rap to more educated discourse
should the occasion demand. George
is a partisan, promoting some great
rhythmic jazz and blues with the
spirited energy the music requires. He
realizes that a DJ or TV personality
can be “ a very strong role model; if
you’re up there, you have the power
to influence people.”
Every Sunday at six in the evening,
a sharp snare roll leads into the solid,
spacious beat of “ Roots Rock
Reggae” with Pablo Innis on KBOO.
Pablo, who has been in the USA for
10 years and had no radio experience
prior to Portland, uses the handle
Soul Rebel: “ I ’m an avid Bob Marley
person; I get inspired when I listen to
his words. He made ‘Soul Rebel’
when he was undergoing a very import
ant change in his messages. . . . so Soul
Rebel because I add a touch of soul to
the program, and rebel because I’m
coming out of the real revolutionary
kind of reggae music. . . . ”
It is definitely a black music, com
bining lyric poetry and a spiritual
orientation with an R&B-influenced
beat, delivered in a Jamaican patois
whose imagery seems ideally suited to
its message. In fact, I like reggae
precisely because it expresses big
ideas:
“ Babylon
shall
be
overcome/there’s more time, there’s
more time/I-man stepping up/to the
higher reg io n ” . . . “ Jah knows,
freedom is my thirst” . . . “ Raise your
head, M r. A frican , raise your
head /W ak e u p , shake up, the
dreadful times are ahead.”
So reggae is music with a message.
But its most powerful element is the
beat. Reggae rhythms leave plenty of
room inside the music, room for the
heart to speak. It has a spacey, stoned
feeling, and individual notes resonate
a moment too long before they
dissolve into the next. Pablo’s rap
accom panies these sounds quite
naturally, weaving in and out, similar
in cadence, accent and tone, his voice
a little heavy and raw, deep and close
to your ear (“ This is Soul
R ebel.. .yaaasss.. .Pablo-I, the man
from JA who’s here to stay. . . bringing
it all to you. . . on KBOO” ).
Pablo mixes old and new sounds,
bringing us the latest from Jamaica
along with the more familiar. In this
respect he sees himself as a teacher:
“ I repeat certain songs every week,
drop a tune for a while, then bring it
back. Then I get people calling, ‘A
couple of weeks ago you played a
song, but I can’t rem em ber.. . ’ And
then you hit them with it the next
week hence, and they are enthusiastic
and say, ‘Hey, that’s the one!’ and
that time, they’re going to listen."
Pablo closes his show with “ Peace
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and Love,” reminding us that there
used to be a counterculture here, and
there has always been a counterculture
somewhere, all over the world and
down through time, a culture available
to you and m e. . . . There are few radio
shows in the whole country that can
offer great music presented by people
with a convincing vision of a better
society, so, as Pablo puts it, “ If it’s a
contribution to humankind, then why
not take it?”
Although I have grouped them
together here, each of these men is
unique, with his own story standing
behind his radio show. George Page
has been a pro football player and has
lived in Portland for many years;
Pablo Innis was born and raised in
Jam aica, and A rt A lexander’s
parents are West Indians who raised
him in New Jersey and New York.
W hat are their concerns? What
motivates them and how do they see
themselves? We let them answer these
questions and speak to our readers
directly in the interviews that follow.

community is at the mercy of the level
of awareness of the average white
news director. And TV is full of
people who are poorly educated on
minority issues. For example, the
U.S. Commission on Civil Rights put
out a document called “ Window
Dressing On The Set” in 1977, in

which they assessed the participation
of minorities in on-air and manage
ment positions as well as the depiction
of minorities, and it painted a pretty
horrible picture. They updated it in ’79
and things hadn’t gotten any better. I’d
bet that less than one-third of the news
directors and program directors in

The only way I u o n 't have a
show on K H O O is i f I 9m
incarcerated.

A r t A le x a n d e r
GUESS I came to Port
land because of the image
it has as a liberal oasis on
the West Coast. From out
side, people seemed to
have an enlightened atti
tude toward th in g s ....
After a while I found out
th a t w asn’t t r u e . . . . In 1945,
Portland was rated as one of the
worst cities with populations over
200,000 for race relations. . . . The
Klan had a heyday in this state, at its
height in the ’20s, with noticeable
activity down into the ’40s. For the
Klan to have been so powerful, it
means that most of the adults, the
senior executives, were around when
the Klan was at its height. . . . I
question how much real change in
attitude has actually occurred here.
I realize this is all part of the on
going struggle of a minority in a
majority culture, and the task ol
increasing
consciousness
and
awareness, particularly in the black
community but for everybody in
general, is as important in Portland
as it is in A tlanta. . . . I perceive of
myself as an African, as part of the
black diaspora, as an African in the
West. Of course I’m an American . . .
.. . but in a larger sense my ancestors
are African, the culture I’m heir to is
African, and it’s all there for me to
claim if I w a n t,. . . But it’s difficult
for most black Americans to see
themselves as Africans because Euro
America has tried to portray Africa
as worthless, uncivilized, without
history, art or politics.. .it’s been an
enorm ous historical process to
dissuade us from associating
ourselves with A f r ic a .... I do my
radio program the way I do because I
believe it’s important to increase this
awareness.
It’s unfortunate that it’s been a
problem in the broadcasting industry
that when a black person stands up
and says, ‘What you’ve said about
the past is not true and needs to be
corrected,’ or ‘W hat you say is
happening in our community is not
true and needs to be corrected,’ his
position is treated as some debatable
proposal. Because I can rationally
defend everything that I assert. . . .
For exam ple, to the black
community, there is no question
about whether or not there’s a
problem with the police. . . .
The Portland Black Media Coali
tion, then, arose from a desire among
black people in all areas of media to be
in touch so that we can look at certain
problems in order to see how we’d like
to address them collectively. For exam
ple, Affirmative Action—which many
white Americans wrongly feel has
deprived them of jobs—has been in
effect since the ’60s, yet there aren’t
more than one or two black people in
management positions in Portland
area radio and TV. This employment
problem ties in with programming,
because if there aren’t black people in
m anagem ent, then the black
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/ p erceiv e o f m y self as an
A frica n , as p a r t o f the hlach
diaspora. as an A frica n in the
West. O f course I m an
A m erican ... but in a laryer
sense my an cestors are
A frica n , the culture I 9m h eir to
is A frica n , and i t 9s a ll there for
m e to claim i f I want.

A r t A le x a n d e r
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Portland have read that report.
Now I believe to a certain extent in
the concept of reparations. Let me
explain how that works for another
problem area, coverage. Channel 8
just did a special on Albina, and
Channel 6 just finished a five-part
look at blacks in Oregon. People in
the black community judged those
shows to be pretty light-weight. The
standard rejoinder to that was,
‘Everything on TV is light-weight.’
But the situation is this: You’ve got a
ten-mile race, and white America has
a ten-mile head start while black
America’s chained at the starting
gate. Then somebody says, ‘OK, OK,
we’ll cut off your chains.’ So we say,
‘Well, carry us up to where you are
then.’ But white America says, ‘Oh,
no, start from where you are, we’re
sure you’ll catch up; meanwhile,
we’re going on ahead. . . . ’ So when
they say, ‘This piece is no more light
weight than anything else we run,’
we’re forced to answer, ‘Yeah, but we
have issues that are a lot more
serious, and it’s not enough to focus
on the black community when it’s
white racism that has caused the
whole problem.’ But what station is
going to direct its news toward white
racism?. . . . These programs that
want to find out about the problems
of the black community are a little
like doing an interview with the
person who’s been hit by a car and
ignoring the driver of the vehicle.
They don’t want to upset anybody by
dealing with white racism because
they’re not going to do anything to
really threaten their income.
Now I produce my radio show with
certain things in mind. There’s a
poem by Jane Cortez in which she
talks about how black DJs used to
play everything from Coltrane to
Johnny Ace. But then they discovered
they could make more money by
dividing the music up and selling it in
little pieces. So today, youngsters on
the street can sing every word and
syllable to ‘Rapper’s Delight,’ but the
names Bud Powell, Clifford Brown
or Charlie Parker mean nothing to
them. I think that’s bad for black
youth, and that’s why I’m always
saying that there’s plenty of great
black music. I like listeners to hear
that thread running through things.
On my show you can hear everything
from ‘Burn Rubber With Me Baby’
by Gatt Band to ‘Night In Tunisia’
with the whole bunch from Birdland.
It’s all black music, and I’m playing it
for a reason.
I’ve gotten good response to the
Black Historical Notes as well. I’m
not running them so frequently that
they interrupt the flow, but I’m
running them constantly because I
understand the theory behind
commercials: re-running stuff is
im p o rtan t because th a t’s how
America learns. . . . White America
has never felt compelled to go back
and find out what it has missed
because of racism, and it’s been a
whole hell of a lot. That’s just some
of what I’m trying to make up for on
the show. I’d also like to foster the
awareness that we’re not just a little
isolated bunch up here in Portland;
w e’re p art o f a n atio n al and
international community.

Georye P a y e
F F E C T IV E T H E
second week of
April 1970, I turned
a show called “ Jazz
Focus” into “ Jazz
R a p ,” and I ’ve
missed only about
12 shows in 11 years. Because if I
don’t do it, nobody else w ill....
When I first started, there wasn’t any
black radio in town, and there wasn’t
any jazz on a regular basis. There
were some jazz-oriented programs,
with these white dudes playing a lot
of ‘yang’ music, but there wasn’t a
program that black people could
listen to and hear black jazz artists
played by somebody black. . . . You
see, it’s not so much what I’m play
ing, it’s the way it’s being presented.

I don’t see any chance for my type
of programming on any commercial
stations in P ortland. . . . There’s only
one black-owned radio station west
of the Mississippi. . . . The kind of
programming I do would not be
allowed because you can’t tell the
sponsors.
and
tru th
please
Commercial radio is designed for one
thing, to make money, and country
music is what makes money in this
m a r k e t.... I actually got some
action from KKSN, but I turned them
down, because I know what would
happen: they’d have me on for six
months, and then they’d say, “ Well,
gee, your ratings aren’t high enough,
why don’t you play a little more
rock?” And I’d say no, and wind up
on the street without a radio show.
The only way I won’t have a show on
KBOO is if I ’m incarcerated.
I’m very responsible for popular
black music being on the air at
KBOO. When KQIV went off the air,
I got their most popular DJ and stuck
him in the middle of my show for an
hour and a half every Saturday
playing nothing but popular black
music. And the station just raised
hell, saying, “ You can’t do that, the
music’s terrible, etc.” But black
music’s not going to hurt anyone, and
I told them, “ I’m putting it on my
show until you give this kind of music
a time slot.” And it finally got two
hours, which JW Friday later
expanded to four.
Of course I direct my show to the
black community—who else is? If the
few blacks on the air don’t do that,
then anything having to do with the
black community that should be on
would not make i t . . . . There are 29
radio stations in town, but you’ve
only got 32 hours for black
p e o p le .... They disregard the
existence of blacks!. . . . Remember
Martin Luther King Day? If we
hadn’t done that, do you think KEX
or KGW would have? So that’s why I
do my show. And I never have a week
when I don’t want to do it.
I have an obligation to let people
know that things aren’t as they’ve
been portrayed to be. I could give you
examples of how the industry in every
instance has come up with a white
dude who is basically a good enough
copy of black music to prevent blacks
from making the money off it........
Lester Young, they come up with
Stan Getz. Charlie Parker—Art Pep
per. J.J. Johnson and Kai W inding..
.. And they do it over and over and
over again. I don’t consider myself on
a mission, but these guys go out of
their way to create these guys who
make all the money while the black
artists don’t get any. I can give you a
hundred examples in popular black
m u s ic .... They had this Wayne
Cochran who used to imitate the
James Brown Show, he even had his
hair like James Brown except it was
blonde. All these guys wore capes and
danced and played exactly like James
Brown, even did his tunes. They had
him on Ed Sullivan; James never
made it.
Some people say I shouldn’t play
the same cuts every week, but there
are just some tunes that I can’t go on
the air without playing. In radio, one
phone call is supposed to represent
seven people, so when I get 15 or 20
calls for a record, then I figure I’m
supposed to be playing it. I get 20
calls for “ Go Away Little Boy” by
Marlena Shaw every w eek.. . . But
let’s get down to basics. I never hear
anybody raise any question about a
whole pile of white people traipsing
up to Seattle to hear Wagner’s “ Ring
Cycle” every year, over and over
again. Let’s turn on KGW and I’ll
give you two bucks for every time
they d o n ’t play Blondie! Those
people replay stuff every two or three
hours, but nobody reacts to that!
KBOO people have come to me and
said, “ We’re an alternative radio
station, why do you keep playing that
over and over?” And my answer is,
“ I feel like that’s my alternative; if
you can find it anyplace else in town,
then I’ll stop playing it.”
The KBOO administration does a
lot of things that make it very

uncomfortable for black people to
be there. I’ve never seen it fail yet that
a broadcasting institution doesn’t
fuck with you if you’re black—if
you’re good and popular. See, I’ve
been through all the wars. I’ve almost
been put in ja il. . . . I’ve been accused
of th eft. . . . People tried to frame me
. . . . You’d be surprised to know
some of the shit white people have
done to try to get me off the a ir. . . .
I’m amazed that it continues to go
on, but I expect it to always happen.
I’ll burn out one day and stop doing
the sh ow .. .but that’ll probably be 20
or 30 years from now.

P a b lo I n n is
HEN YOU LOOK at
I me, the first thing
I you see is a black
■ man and a West
I Indian. All right?
Now, forget about
I all that. And look at
me as a person. . . .
On my shows I tend to talk in
certain spaces of the songs, inserting
just a small rap. I t’s purely a
Jamaican style, to not just say,
“ Alright, how you doing? Are you
having a good time?” We interject
some words of wisdom pertaining to
the particular song or the particular
tim e .. . . So there’s a constant flow
of messages. Reggae music is like
that. The style of the reggae DJ is to
get involved with his music. You will
rarely see a reggae DJ playing his
music while sitting down. You’ve got
to be on the move because it’s that
rhythm . . . .
You find people wanting to tell the
truth, and let’s say they don’t have
access to a free press. . . . So the
people start to sing! And this is what
happened with the evolution of
reggae music. . . . All it takes is one
man to start a cry, you know. And
when the rest of the people hear that
man’s cry, they’ll say, “ Well, hey,
this man is telling the truth.” And
they start a cry and you can’t stop it.
Because it’s a form of judgment that
comes right down on the leaders of a
country when the people start a
cry. . . .
When I was growing, I was in the
heart of the whole thing, and it came
at the right time in my life. . . . Ska is
the original reggae sound. Before Ska
the popular music in Jamaica was
R&B and rock from the States, rock
of the ’50s. I was six, seven years old
when that was coming out. You see,
radio was the main form of mass com
m unication.. . . In fact, you didn’t
even have to have a transistor radio,
because on every comer there is music,
for miles and miles along the street,
just sheer music from end to end.
And the “ Street Chart” is always
Number One, because every corner
you travel they’re playing the same
tune. You can’t get away from it.
That’s how the message keeps travel
ing and traveling.
But in some ways it’s like black
music here: you have songs that carry
a message, but how many people
listen to it? How many people really
do listen to the music? But the DJ can
help to reinforce the message. With
reggae, that was how the awareness
started growing. But there are people
who were born in Jamaica and lived
their whole lives there who don’t
know anything about Jamaican cul
ture.
When I speak about the music, I
address myself to all the people. But
it is with this in mind: this is a black
man’s music. It is something I’d like
to present to you, but it’s got to be
presented my way . . . . The music is
definitely my conviction. But I don’t
go around telling people that this is it
for them, you see. That is what I
think people should not do-.. . .
There is common ground between
the black West Indians in the USA
and the American blacks, but the
difference is that the black West
Indians will easily recognize the black
Americans’ culture, but for the black
Americans to recognize the West
Indians’ culture has been very hard.
M

■■ M

American blacks were the last set of
people to becom e a ttrac ted to
reggae.. . . But it has changed now.
When I started the show in November
of 1978, ten percent of my audience
was black; now it’s between 25 and 40

heritage until after I left Jamaica.
While I was in New York, I started
really listening and seeing what
Jamaica was like from the outside,
after I’d experienced it from the
inside.. . . I don’t feel out of touch

W h en I s p e a k a b o u t th e
m u s ic 9 I a d d r e s s m y s e lf to a l l
t h e p e o p l e . B u t i t i s w i t h t h i s in
m in d : t h i s i s a b l a c k m a n ' s
m u s ic .
percent. I used sounds like
“ Groovin’ ” by the Rascals remade
in a reggae beat to pull their
attention, because they’re hearing
sounds they can relate to. And pretty
soon they can relate to the beat. And
in relating to the beat you start
relating to West Indians. . . . Some
black Americans are using calypso
and reggae sounds now, and that is
because of the common culture.
Regardless of where we come from,
we have the same color skin, we have
a common culture. And that is the
key for black people to get along:
pan-Africanism.
I remember when I was a youth, I
used to look at a Rastafarian in a very
negative way because I was a cleancut high school kid. I didn’t really
become fully aware of my Jamaican

with Jamaica. I create a certain
atmosphere that keeps me in touch. I
don’t have to go to Jamaica to be in
touch with Jamaica; I don’t have to
go to Africa to feel A fric a .. . . You
can’t always be in the Caribbean, but
there will always be someone to bring
a little of the Caribbean to you.
Peace and Love is still manifest
within man, even though you don’t
hear much talk about it anymore.
Now everybody wants to beat the
other man down. Armageddon is at
hand, Armageddon is at hand. But
we’ll survive. With love. That’s the
key to m an’s survival. Love. It’s a
feeling everyone can carry. . . . And
the sound is going to spread, the mes
sage will live on. Guaranteed. As long
as there’s a Rastaman around, that
message will travel.

T im e s a n d P la c e s
Art Alexander
“ Ebony Nights”
“ Jazz Rap”
George Page
‘‘Ebony Nights”
Art Alexander
Pablo Innis
“ Roots Rock Reggae”
Art Alexander
‘‘^bony Nights”

Friday
Saturday
Saturday
Sunday
Sunday

10-Midnite
2-6 p.m.
7-Midnite
6-8 p.m.
8-Midnite

KOAP-FM
KBOO-FM
KOAP-FM
KBOO-FM
KOAP-FM
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LISTEN
•VAULTS OF GOLD*

ORiaiHAL BOCK E ROLL FROM THE SO'S, 60 S BHO MORE!_____________________

THURSDAYS - 11PM TO 1AM*WITH DOB GALLUCHI

•NEW MUSIC SHOW.

HEAR THE NEW WAVE OF THE FUTURE....MID BEYOND!________________________

FRIDAYS - MIDNIGHT TO 3AM.WITH EILEEN FIELDS

GROOVE FACTOR EXPRESS
GET DOWN TO THE SOUL SOUND ..... THE BEST IN CONTEMPORARY SOUL!

SUNDAYS - GPM TO 1AM.WITH J.W. FRIDAY

•GRAVE NEW RADIO.
•YOU LISTEN TO US WE LISTEN TO YOU«
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PORTLAND'S HOTTEST CLUB A N D PORTLAND’S
JUICIEST NEWSPAPER PRESENTS THE
ENTERTAINMENT BARGAIN OF THE SEASON

5 PASSES TO 5 GREAT SHOWS
a t LUIS* LA BAMBA
Regular $10.00 value

PUIS

A YEAR’S SUBSCRIPTION to the
CLINTON STREET QUARTERLY
ALL FOR JUST $5
Luis’ La Bamba Club and Mexican Restaurant
Presenting the Finest in Local and Out of Town Entertainment
July 9-11 NU SHOOZ
July 16-18 BILLY RANCHER & THE UNREAL GODS
July 23-25 2 MINUTES 50 (Form erly The ODDS)
July 30-1 UPEPO
Aug. 1 UPEPO
Aug. 6-8 KIDD AFRICA
Aug. 20-22 THE COWBOYS
Aug. 2 7 -29 NU SHOOZ
Sept. 1, 8 , 15 WALLPAPER MUSIC
Sept. 5 The original soul men SAM & DAVE

Special Events This Summer
July 20 Films by THE RESIDENTS
July 2 9 CONTRACTIONS
Aug. 2 D’ANSE COMBEAU’S W ild W est Show
Aug. 4, 5 GREG SMITH
Aug. 31 THE RESULTS D e b u t Perform ance
Sept. 5 The original soul men Sam & Dave
\ K e e p p o s te d fo r com ing events — 224-0247

.:

CUNTO

dining
dancing
gameA

PLUS
IHt
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Rock n ’ R o llers
A p la c e to get pour fix:
H eavy and H ard
M e llo w or M etal
N e w W ave or P u n k
O ld ies and G ood ies
B ra n d N e w or U sed
WE BUY and WE BUY
WE SELL and WE TRADE
R o llin g R ecords
M on-Sat 10-8
Su n day
12-6
3344 SE H a w th o rn e 231-4128

PORTLAND, OREGON
832 Southeast Grand Avenue

Special Coffee Drinks
New York and Fillet
Lobster Tails
Scampies
Scallops
5:30 to 9:00 pm
Lunches 11:00 - 2:30

Special Every Day

Dancing Fri & Sat Nite
Cocktail Hour 4-7 pm
Frank & Mary Peccia

238-7121

SPIRITS LIFTED HERE!

pomna pizza
NOW YOU CAN TAKE IT OUT
OR EAT IT HERE!
WHOLE WHEAT OR WHITE CREST
COMPLETE DELI

IMPORTED & DOMESTIC BEER & WINE
SUB SANDWICHES & SALADS
CALL AHEAD
YOUR ORDER WILL
BE READY WHEN
YOU ARRIVE

TO G O
232-2812
2239 SE HAWTHORNE BV.
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HOURS
TUES-WED-THURS-SUN
4 P M - 10 PM
FRI & SAT
5 P M - 12 MIDNIGHT
CLOSED M O NDAY

Modern Problems
July 1
2 -4
The Cowboys
Happy Hour:
Slowtrain
5
Paul de Lay Band
M O N . through FRI.
6
7
Kukrudu
4 . 6 p .m .
Boogie Country
8
The Balloons
9-11
Slowtrain
12
Paul de Lay Band
13
14
Best in the Northwest/Solstice and The Esquires
Boogie Country
15
Triggers Revenge
16- 18
Neighborfair — Slowtrain
19
Paul de Lay Band
20
Sneakers
21
Kate Sullivan
22
Robert Cray
23-25
26
Mick Jagger's Birthday Party — Sieezy Pieces and films
Paul de Lay Band
27
28
Demise of the Decade — Sieezy Pieces.
29
Kate Sullivan
30 - Aug. 1
2 Minutes 50 (formerly The Odds)
Aug. 4, 18, i15 Hank Rascal
5 -8
Pete Karnes
Every M onday
11
KKSN Best in the N.W.
Paul de Lay
12
Sequel
13- 15
Sieezy Pieces
and 25C Beer!
19
This Side Up
20-22
The Balloons
26
Mr. Nice Guy
27-29
W heatfield
Sept. 3 - 5
2 Minutes 50 (formerly The Odds)
7-12
1st Annual Portland Indoor Blues Festival
15
Billy Rancher and the Unreal Gods

SACKS FRONT AVENUE, SW FRONT AN D YAMHILL
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Illustration by Dana Hoyle

^ - - < ' A IL HAD never been on a boat before, so no one could expect her to
_ know better. She was a mountain girl, intimate with the ferny mulch that
V J carpets cedar groves, streams that roared in frothy descent and goatcrowned escarpments looming in misty grandeur through the rain.
Well, she was prepared for the rain, anyway.
We’d wintered at’a commune in Cheney, out on the flatland scabrock south
of Spokane, and while the wind moaned through the drafty farmhouse full of
hippies, I sat around the woodstove with Donald and spun salty yarns.
Donald and I had lived on Lake Union, at separate times, back in the halcyon
days when each street end and waterway was home to at least a dozen misfits
and malcontents. We were a rowdy crowd, motley and mildewed as our vessels:
a seedy armada of converted wartime small craft, hogged fishing boats, ancient
cruisers, waterlogged houseboats, cannibalized minesweepers and island ferries
and a few windbroke tugs.
The yarns we told of this era should have warned Gail off, for like all sea tales
they told of discomfort, danger, disaster and near escape. We told them
according to tradition, which dictates the narrator dwell with masochistic glee
on each oversight, miscalculation and outright fuck-up leading to the particular
precarious predicament, and admitting we were rescued, not by the triumph of
resourceful seamanship and courage but by the benevolent intercession of
Poseidon, out of divine affection for those foolish enough to play Comedy on
Tragedy’s grandest stage.
But we were newly in love and it clouded Gail’s usually sound reason. Donald
went to Seattle in the spring and we followed in early autumn.
September’s a great month to be Salty in Seattle. All through the summer
denizens stumble about squinting, dazzled and disoriented by the unaccustomed
presence of that blazing disc in the sky. The soft night air ululates with the
screams of seared sunworshippers and the whimper of dying mildew. Sunday
sailors swarm to sea, jostling and cursing their way through the lochs to the
Sound, where they drink, carouse, snarl lines, capsize, get lost, fall overboard
and collide in a frenzy of nautical joy. The residents of Lake Union patch leaky
decks, get ripped on the high of their choice, and stay the hell in port out of the
way.
By September most of the really obnoxious weekenders are drunk, divorced
or drowned. The calm of aftermath settles on the scene. The natives creep from
hiding.

and rainy. On sunny days it nearly expires of sheer grandiosity.
Alph rested his muzzle dejectedly on the caprail and stared mournfully
toward shore. I gazed about, relishing the resilient buoyancy of the deck
beneath my feet and grinning like a crazed hippy who just bought a boat. Gail
sat cautiously on the stern seat, tentatively exploring the possiblity of enjoying
herself.
“Let’s fire her up and get moving,” I said with optimism and went forward
to the cabin.
As part of a proposed remodeling job by the neophyte from whom I’d
purchased the boat, the cabin had been stripped to the hull. He casually gouged
out the galley, demolished lockers and tables, and ripped out bulkheads and
bunks intrepidly as a farmer clears a field, envisioning a nautical utopia of
glowing teak, burnished brass, glittering chrome, binnacles, depth-finders, shipto-shore radios, sumptuous naugahyde settees and a wet bar.
Nothing on a boat, however, is built of straight lines, and shipboard
carpentry frequently turns into topographical nightmare. The cabin stayed bare,
furnished only with the naked engine squatting like a grey frog beside the aft
companionway, and the helm, still perilously clinging to a survivingtiulkhead.
The engine cranked, burped and came to life with a roar totally out of
proportion to its diminutive size. From bow to stern the steel hull vibrated like a
tambourine. The din was not unlike operating a jackhammer in a small stope,
pulling green chain in a stud mill or attending a rock concert. Gail snatched

I spent the first evening aboard
teaching the parakeet to
screech, “ Pieces of Eight." In
the morning it was dead.

O ONE was watching as Donald dropped us in the marina parking lot at

N

Alph’s collar and prevented him from leaping over the side.
dawn and we hurried along the docks to our new boat. This was fortunate,
I engaged the gears, hoping the drag of the churning propeller would dampen
for the previous owner of our 28-foot converted lifeboat was nearly a year in the noise, but the engine screamed unabated. The shaft log chimed in, squealing
arrears on his moorage and the dock man would undoubtedly have chained our
and shrieking with abandon in frequencies that did unsettling things to my
prize to the pilings if he’d noticed our escape. Besides, no one likes to be
bowels.
laughed at.
Worst of all, we were barely making way. The following current kept pushing
I’d wrapped myself in my surplus peacoat and yanked a watchcap down over
the stern broadside. Admittedly we were still operating at a high idle, but I’d
my ears our first morning on the coast and looked vaguely sailorly in my
expected a bit more push. Reluctantly I yanked the throttle wide.
scraggly hippy bumhood, but Gail had no such nautical accoutrements. She
The engine bellowed and howled in a frenzy. Harmonic tremors sent shudders
along the keel and up my spine. My eyeballs danced in their sockets. Froth
began to gurgle from the bow and the wheel sluggishly and reluctantly began to
respond. From the sedate passage of the shoreline I optimistically gauged our
pace at five knots—and we were still headed downstream.
Well, there was nothing for it. Our course was set. Not only economics barred
our return to the marina. I suspected if we came about and headed back, we
couldn’t buck the current. I looked aft from the wheel with what I hoped was a
confident, intrepid smile. Perhaps she’d think all boats moved this slowly.
She pointed aft. A girl in a skiff rowed along the opposite shore. I realized
with dismay she was gaining on us. Inexorably she moved abeam, then forged
ahead. I left the wheel, went aft and peered over the stern to see if the
propeller’d fallen off.
An adequate commotion boiled under the transom—nothing spectacular, but
enough foam and bubbles to convince me the prop wasn’t lying on the bottom
of the Duwamish. On my face was an appreciative breeze. We were under way.
clumped down the dock in a worn mountain parka and cowboy boots,
We were merely the slowest—and possibly the noisiest—vessel ever to slide
incongruous as a unicorn, and beside her trudged our longsuffering oversize
between two shores.
black dog, Alph.
Twenty minutes later we edged up to the gas dock at a marina a mile
My enthusiasm for this venture may have gotten to Gail, but when we cheerily
downstream. I shut down the engine while the attendant put ten of our
urged Alph to join us on board he reacted with the skepticism the situation
remaining twenty dollars in the fuel tank. The silence when I hit the starter
deserved. He planted himself firmly on the dock, determined to resist this new
button was louder than the previous noise. I got a jump start from the dock man
human madness with all his canine will.
and we pressed on, roaring like a hydroplane, at the speed of a paper cup. We
“ Come on, Alph. Get in.”
passed under the Spokane St. Bridge and along the line of moored grain
Aloof, stoic, he sat like Buddha on the dock.
freighters into Elliott Bay. A stiff wind blew from the north and we began
“ Alph.” I snapped my fingers, pointed, scowled with authority. He tried an
bobbing and pitching in the resultant pronounced chop.
idiot, tongue-lolling grin.
The scenery was spectacular: to the west the Olympics, freshly clad with
“ Don’t ‘Gee, B oss.. . ’ me, you goddam flea bag, get in.”
snow; to the east the towering Cascades draped the urban skyline of Seattle.
I leaned over the gunwale, grasped his collar and heaved. He countered with
Northward, Magnolia Head thrust, lush with trees, into the Sound and across
sit-in tactics and slumped, limp as Ghandi.
our path. The sun danced brightly from each wave top. There were a lot of
“ You miserable fucking cur, I’ll tie a line to your collar and tow you to Lake
wavetops between us and Lake Union. I began to fear debacle.
Union,” I bargained desperately, glaring at Gail who’d started to giggle.
As the shoreline fell away, what speed we had seemed to go with it. The
Finally, with Gail struggling to hold the boat snugly against the dock, I
engine labored mightily, but our progress was small. Half an hour out, we
straddled the chasm between the two, risked drowning and hernia, lifted all 80
crossed the ferry lanes. Heat waves began rising from the engine. Onward we
pounds of him over the side and dumped him unceremoniously in the cabin
labored, an insignificant white dot inching its way north against a steadily rising
well.
wind. Gail removed her parka, made a cushion of it and sat on the back deck in
I cast off astern, Gail let go the bow line and scrambled aboard, cowboy
the sun with Alph. 1 relaxed a little. She seemed to be enjoying the experience.
boots slipping and clumping. The gentle current of the Duwamish carried us
Later she told me she spent that time contemplating the chilling, lethal depths
slowly away from the dock and downstream toward Elliott Bay.
of the churning jade water, and wondered what it would be like to drown there.
The last morning fog burned away. Tiny wavelets danced and sparkled as we
She thought of how absurdly dependent we were on such a fragile, tiny craft,
drifted silently downstream. Behind the faded, peeling warehouses and empty
how ultimately alone and vulnerable. Too late she realized the madness she’d
Sunday office buildings, the Cascades glowed pink in the sunrise. To the south,
unwittingly given her consent.
Mt. Rainier shone like an apparition. It’s a good thing Seattle’s mostly overcast

The last morning fog burned
away. Tiny wavelets danced
and sparkled as we drifted
silently downstream.
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Nearly two hours later we left the shelter of Magnolia Head. The wind and
sea caught us head-on. The first big wave flung us skyward, then plunged us
| down, bow slicing deep into green water. Spray flew the length of the boat,
। dousing Gail and Alph. She staggered and clambered past the raging engine,
Alph scrambling at her heels. She grabbed my arm in both hands and stared up
at me in alarm, shouting something.
I gripped the wheel, not a little alarmed myself. Spray broke again across the
windows and the hull rang like a gong. Round-botomed and keel-less, we
pitched like a bowl as we soared and plunged from wave to wave. 1 couldn’t
hear what Gail was shouting, but 1 could guess. Since she couldn’t hear me
either, 1 shouted back whatever came into my head, nodded reassuringly and
clenched my teeth against the next roller-coaster plunge.
I’ve been on some wild rides, but till then I was either alone or with some
more addled boat freaks like myself, too cranked, crazy or otherwise removed
from reality to seriously consider anything so mundane as drowning. Our
conviction that somehow we’d muddle through in spite of our reckless
ignorance remained mostly unshaken, and rose like the Phoenix when the flame
of abject fear was past.
If 1 may beg forgiveness for the gross generalization and acknowledge in
advance the many exceptions which may be edited in refutation, I believe it is a
phenomenon of the feminine half of the human race that they are less inclined
than men to plunge themselves in needless jeopardy. Once endangered, they
react, like men, with as much courage as their personality contains, but their
caution in placing themselves there, though only simple prudence, is often
derided as timidity. Men, though inclined toward moral cowardice, have
enshrined recklessness as a virtue. I choose to evade response regarding whether
or not this is good.
Some years later, Gail confided she concocted a litany, a mantra that saw her
through that afternoon. While wind and tide conspired to throw us onto the
rapid surf at the foot of the bluff and we smashed through wave after wave
merely to stay in one place, interminably pitching, yawing, rising and falling
ten vertical feet every twenty seconds, she repeated over and over, “ 1 will not die
seasick.” When this nostrum failed as palliative, she substituted the resolve:
“ Never again.”
At last we rounded the Magnolia light and I put her about. Wind and sea at
our backs, we fairly flew past Shilshol, where the small-craft warnings fluttered
stiff on the mast above the Coast Guard station, and into the shelter of land.
“ We made it,” we shouted, and hugged each other. We passed under the
railroad bridge proud as Drake returning to the Thames. Gail pointed ahead to
a row of huge wooden doors, moss-slimed and banded with steel, that barred
our path.
“ W hat’s that?”
“ The lochs,” 1 shouted.
She nodded, dawning incredulity in her eyes. We’d visited the lochs together
on shore and laughed at the madhouse below. As we inched up the canal, the
ponderous doors opened, disgorging a small armada of blithe adventurers
scampering like lemmings to the open sea. Past us into the lochs streamed
dozens of fancy pukemobiles, top-of-the-line showboats that must have been
hiding at Shilshol waiting for the wind to drop. They rushed ahead of us, took
lines from the loch crew, poured fresh drinks, settled into deck chairs near their

WE SELL SERVICE!
★ WE SERVICE AN D REPAIR ALL
BRANDS A N D TYPES OF STEREO
EQUIPMENT!
★ PRO SOUND EQUIPMENT
SERVICED AND REPAIRED
* WE ARE N O T SALESMEN. WE ONLY
SERVICE W H AT YOU OWN.
NER SOUND
STEREO REPAIR
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varnished teak rails, pulled the scrambled-egged visors of their admiral’s hats
low over their sunglasses to protect their bloodshot eyes from the dazzle of brass
and chrome about them and observed with cold, disapproving hauteur the
approach of our noisy, foul and contemptible craft.
Undaunted, I shouted to Gail, “ Get up on the bow and take the line. I’ll hand
up the loch slip.”
“ What line? What slip?”
“ They’ll throw you a line. Don’t tie up, just pass it around a cleat and hold
fast. I’ll give you the slip, you give it to them.”
“ You do it.”
“ I can’t. Who’ll run the boat?”
“ No. I can’t do it.”
“ Will you get the fuck up on the bow before I ram one of those fifty
thousand-dollar extravaganzas up there?” I pleaded at full volume.
With a look that only began by protesting the injustice of it all, she crawled
out onto the bow.
Of course there was nothing to it. They threw a line and she held one end of it.
They screamed for me to shut off my engine and I screamed back if I did they
were stuck with me, they pumped the lochs full, Gail reluctantly gave back the

A girl in a skiff rowed along the
opposite shore, gaining on us. I
left the wheel and peered over
the stern to see if the propeller'd fallen off.
line and refrained from leaping ashore, and we roared out into Salmon Bay,
past Fisherman’s Terminal and under the Ballard Bridge into the afternoon
shadow of Queen Anne Hill.
We thrashed up the Fremont cut, under the bridge and, as the sun sank
behind the downtown skyline, into the bankrupt marina we would now call
home.
Another fifteen minutes shoving derelicts around till there was room for one
more, Gail spending what she describes as the “ Worse part of the trip,” back on
the bow clinging to Skeet’s tugboat anchor to keep us from drifting away while
the wakes of returning Sunday sailors tried to crush her between the hulls, and
we were safely moored at the far end of a long cedar log strung along dolphins
perpendicular to the end of the dock.

(

WORKED as if the boss were watching all the next day and by dark had

contrived, from scrounged plywood, a dull drill bit, a borrowed skill saw
and a bag of screws, a serviceable galley, table and engine hood, and a bunk in
the forecastle wide enough for a double mattress.

I knew from experience nothing on a boat is composed of straight lines. This
was not a problem. Neither is my cabinetmaking, ashore or afloat. So while
nothing really fit as it should and visitors either burst out laughing or averted
their eyes, it existed, while the previous owner, a meticulous craftsman, had
struggled, baffled, for over a year, then retired in defeat.
We moved in the next morning: mattress, bedrolls, clothing, pots and pans,
dishes, a little food, over a hundred books, my manuscripts, two coleus, three
cacti, one Angel-wing and.one Reicher begonia, a jade tree, a black cat named
Blizzard and a white one named Babe Puss (Sorry, it’s true), and a bright green
parakeet in a spacious blue cage.
I spent the first evening aboard teaching the parakeet to screech, “ Pieces of
Eight.” In the morning it was dead.
I’d batched on a boat before and the little inconveniences didn’t bother me. I
suppose in this ecology-minded era I should blush to admit it, but I think it’s
one of the pleasures of life to stand at the rail and piss in the lake. Women, I’d
noticed, require more sophisticated plumbing, so I requisitioned a five-gallon
mayonnaise pail from behind a nearby restaurant, thereby simultaneously
providing with private sanitary facilities and complying with the law that
forbade through-the-hull waste disposal. By her expression alone I knew Gail
was astonished at my ingenuity.
We adjusted to life on board. Eventually we learned, after the perilous tre k .
down the swaying gangplank under the stern of the island ferry Concordia,
along the rolling, slippery log, stepping over the lines of Skeet’s tugboat, Lois,
another liveaboard, an abandoned, ridiculous aluminum houseboat and several
lesser derelicts, and finally onto the bow of a plywood gaff-rigged daysailor,
how to drop onto our rolling back deck without dislodging the kitty litter, even
in the dark.
With a smoldering, smoky fire of driftwood in a rusty coal stove, Gail made
our coffee, cooked our meals and heated water to clean up afterwards. A
monstrous mess accrues in such tight quarters if you do anything but sit, so I
sat, but Gail had her standards to maintain. She cleaned from bow to stern
daily, but the odds on N oah’s A rk, as we unofficially christened our craft, were
against her.
Though I horse-traded us into a prop with sufficient pitch to move us smartly
through the water and was anxious to do some cruising, Gail announced she’d
eschewed travel by water.
“ You want to go, have at it,” she said with the calm reasonableness used with
retarded children. “ I’ll stay here in the unlikely event you return. But count me
out. I don’t want to drown.”
We stayed moored to the end of the breakwater as the last golden days of
autumn slipped away and the winter rains commenced.
By early December, the crew was ready to mutiny. We existed on nothing plus
food stamps. The pitching and rolling of a round-bottomed boat can be vicious
even when tied to the dock, and our exposed position insured we notice every
passing wake. The cats were neon-eyed berserk and most of the plants had
followed the parakeet to Davey Jones. The deck leaked in the forecastle and the
mattress was always wet. We were poor, damp and cold. I had developed a
hacking cough.
Donald once described a boat as a hole in the water you tried to fill up with
money, to which Gail retorted that even if it was full of money, you couldn’t

live in a hole in the water.
|
SPOTTED him before he reached the dock: a curly-headed student type,
pockets jammed with pipes and paperbacks. As he passed longingly from boat
to boat, I could sense he suffered from Jack London Syndrome. Our last bath
was nostalgia and there were dog hairs in my coffee. There was no one in the
world I’d rather have seen than a glassy-eyed romantic with the sea in his veins
and jack in his pocket.
I looked at Gail. “ Put on the coffee.”
“ Don’t let him get away,” she agreed.
I stuck my head from the companionway. “ Ahoy there, m ate,” I bellowed
like Wolf Larsen. “ Come aboard.”
It took two days of delicate flattery and artful blarney to transfer the boat
from my hands to his and the jack from his pocket to mine, but finally the dog,

Past us streamed dozens of
fancy pukemobiles. Settled into
deck chairs near their varnished
teak rails, they observed with
cold, disapproving hauteur the
approach of our noisy, foul and
contemptible craft.
the cats, the surviving plants and all our worldly belongings waited in our old
Plymouth in the parking lot and we stepped off the stern for the last time.
“ What will you do now?” the new captain inquired as we turned to go.
Gail replied. “ I’m going to put an oar over my shoulder,” she said, “ and
start inland. When someone asks me what I’m doing with the funny-looking
shovel, I’ll stop.”
As we reached the shore 1 heard the screech of a wrecking bar as the new
owner began dismantling my unsightly cabinetry.
By noon we were rolling down the east side of Snoqualmie Pass. The cedars
gave way to pine, the air grew dry, and by nightfall even the pines were gone and
the gibbous moon rose over rolling fields of frosted white stubble and naked
black voids of summer fallow.
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OTHING in life remains the
same, even when you travel on
a two-week vacation. When you
return everything is different.
My companions in the car, an ice
blue ’66 Plymouth station wagon,
were Norman Solomon who has been
working diligently for the last 3
months on a book about the history
of nuclear power, Killing Our Own,
his friend Ada Sanchez, an anti-nuke
national organizer and speaker on
nuclear weapons and energy issues,
and David, an 18-year-old mutual
friend from a small town in Oregon.
Both Norman and Ada were hired to
speak on California campuses by the
Progressive Foundation. David was
getting his first chance to see fabled
California.
We stayed the first night near the
Sea Lion Caves. It’s 1,000 feet wide
and 125 feet high, stained green by
lichens and algae. Hundreds of Steller
sea lions congregate on it, roaring,
and socializing. The sound their
mammalian voices operatacize is soul
stirring.
Was it below Port Orford? or near
Gold Beach? The Oregon coast was
sublime. Giant monolith rocks stuck
up, rugged and sculptural, as the
afternoon sun sent its slanting rays.
Bleached driftwood logs sprawled.
We danced around the tidal pools,
sprinkled with maroon starfish and
jelly-like green sea urchins. David
and I raced on the sands. He won
easily, and then we climbed a Cannon
Beach-like m onster of a rock.
Inspired, he asked the first Zen koan
of our travels, “ Are we what we
aren’t?”
As we journied, 1 was trying to
compare California with Oregon—and e
also to recall “ the era of the Beats.”
We should have had a copy of Jack
Kerouac’s On the Road with us. We
didn’t. You know, we need to get with
it, go for it, recapture some of that
boyish exuberant enthusiasm for life
that the Beatniks had back then. Before
Kerouac boozed out, tubed out, whatever, his Catholic Buddhistic angelic
sentimental spirit was the sweetest thing
America had going for it.
I get a rush everytime I enter San
Francisco. Despite the corporate
hype, bullshit, the triangle of the
Transamerica building, I still feel that
feeling. I wanted to show my friends
North Beach, Grant St., Chinatown,
Vesuvio’s, City Lights Bookstore. 1
did. It was the 75th anniversary of the
1906 Great Earthquake that leveled
S.F. We never felt a tremor. 1 was
lucky to get a parking place nearby.
Carny hawkers were urging tourists
to enter live sex shows. As sleazy as
ever. Good ol’ North Beach! It
warmed my pocket.
I have always been intrigued, the
many times my eye has spied upon it,
by the notice above Vesuvio’s bar.
Across the alley from City Lights
Bookstore. “ We’re itching to get
away from P o rtla n d , O reg o n .”
Quote, unquote. Is there any truth in
that statement? This article will
endeavor to answer that ringing
question.

N

Why Have
My Friends
Moved to
California?
BY WALT CURTIS

Santa Cruz
HE MAIN reason I came on
this trip is to visit with “ old
friends” who’d left Oregon.
One of my oldest and unforgettable
ones—“ a wild and crazy guy!” —is
Marty Christensen, the brilliant poet,
conversationalist, and beer-drinker.
In what order? Lorna, his life’s
co m p an io n —whom M arty has
apostrophied in the poem “ Lorna”
as “ a plum tree” and “ a jade flute
used only in the highest Mayan
ceremonies,” etc.—is going to the
university.
M arty and Lorna look good.
California living seems to be agreeing
with them—they are sleek, tanned.
And glad to see us. Marty and I
always talk about poetry, and our
plans to conquer the literary scene.
He is looking forward to reading at
Beyond Baroque next Sunday in L.A.
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I have always been
intrigued by the
notice above
Vesuvio’s bar in San
Francisco, “We’re
itching to get away
from Portland
Oregon.”
“Are you an
Oregonian, or are
you a frigging
Californian?” I asked
point blank.

with me. He is also “ coming down”
off an acid trip last Friday, drinking a
lot of beer to wash the demons away.
He is excited as only he can be!
Marty’s longest-standing fantasy
has been that the both of us should
enter graduate school and get highpaid teaching assistantships for being
poets! “ Can you dig it?” Marty
looked me knowingly in the eyes and
laughed wildly. “ HA, HA, HA !” To
hear Marty cackle full-throatedly is to
comprehend that a both ironic and
insane vision of the universe are
compatible.
Golden West College is a typical
Southern California college. When
Norman and Ada give passionate
speeches there on Earth Day—about
the dangers of nuclear energy and the
consequences of continuing the arms
race—25 or 30 persons listen
attentively. The 15,000 or so others
sun themselves or study unconcernedly,
even though they are almost sitting on a
stockpile of nuclear arms. Next door,
Seal Beach Naval Station is the largest
facility for nuclear weapons on the
West Coast.
What the two speakers would
discover in th eir m ini-tour of
campuses is that very little political
activity exists among students today!
Norman and Ada resolve that in the
future they will work only with
organized movement people, such as
the Center for Investigative Reporting
in Berkeley. This group put together
the informative article, “ Where the
Bombs Are,” in a recent issue of New
West magazine. Our own Tom Bates,
late of Oregon Magazine, was the edi
tor.
Applauding their righteousness, we
warmly said goodbye to Norman and
Ada, for a week. David and I drove
to Echo Park. My most vivid recollec
tion on the endless freeway was a pink
and black billboard which proclaimed
fancily, THE LAST MILE IS THE
LONGEST. In small letters, “ With
diarrhea!” A Pepto-Bismol ad.

Echo Park
OWNTOWN L .A . is another
country, and Echo Park is only
a few miles from downtown. I
love this Mexican neighborhood
the Pioneer Market, open 24 hours.
Its fresh corn tortillas. Genuine taco
stands. Brown kids, and yellow and
black, play on the schoolgrounds.
Rows of palm trees lace the hillside
above white-washed stucco houses.
There is a Cuban grocery selling sweet
bread and ethnic food. The Suki Suki
Club. Chicano murals of hotrods and
class struggle. Families live here,
going for upward mobility.
We stay with Steve and Cathy of
the Jarry Puppet Theater, and their 8month-old baby Rene. They left
Portland five years ago to live here.
Steve, half-Mexican, has continued to
working with puppets and school
kids. Som etimes in bilingual
programs. Their hospitality to Davdi
and myself, Marty and Lorna, was
simply marvelous. Steve’s big thing is
to take friends to Dodger games.
Too bad V alenzuela w asn’t
pitching! Still, there ain’t nothin’ like
the big leagues. 1 had expected to be
bored, but we got drunk on $1.25
cups of Oly. The fans were riotous,
and a huge TV screen showed
pratfalls and replays. To organ
o rato rio s, it flashed CH AR GE
signals. One teenager rooted himself
hoarse, slapping his cap against his
thigh.
The view was dizzying straight
down from the heights of Chavez
Ravine to the neat green field. It was
a close game with San Diego. Tied
one to one into the 11th inning, Davy
Lopes hit a triple. Pepped up by the
victory the fans cheerfully streamed
out of the stadium. All 45,000 of
them! In the crush, beer-andbaseball-intoxicated David leaped
over a fence and tumbled down a
slope, scraping his hand. He got lost
in traffic. Marty, lagging behind,
turned down the wrong street and
walked to Chinatown, miles away.

D

bomb-test of the year had gone off
I don’t know who won, really. The
uneventfully. Little do they realize
both
house
was
rooting
for
the
of
us.
Beyond Broke
th at each u nd erground nuclear
The really practical and utterly gener
explosion, as in a domino effect,
ous thing was that someone—probably
chips away at the fault lines of the
Bill Bowling—passed the hat and gave
ARTY AND I were scheduled
San Andreas, the big one. Our own
Lorna a hundred dollars, warning her
to perform on Sunday night,
Department of Defense—bomb by
not to tell Marty or me about it until
at the Beyond Baroque
bomb—is trying to bring about the
Foundation. In the afternoon, athe next day!
destruction of the great state of
potluck dinner was held in our honor
Good Friends
California. Can the entire U.S. of A.
at Brooke Ju n ip er’s house. Bill
COORS
Don't
Imbibe
be
far behind? It’s like the poet
Bowling, Tom Bates and his wife,
laureate of peace, Kenneth Patchen,
OOD FRIENDS are forever so.
Kathy Kanzler, and Jim Kiehle of the
said in his Poems o f Humor &
Bill had not only shown us L.A.
old One Dollar magazine were there.
Protest: “ I DON’T WANT TO
night life, bought us Chinese
Jim is the art director for Oui
STARTLE YOU BUT THEY’RE
magazine. Tom Bates, who lives in
dinners, here he was paying for our
GOING
TO KILL US.”
trip. What a guy! He jogged and
Pacific Palisades and is a senior
I believe when the Apocalypse
editor at New West, talked with me
ingested health food. His entire
comes, Californians won’t even blink
about our m arijuana-and-grapepersona was marvelously vital. He
an eye. They’re used to “ it.” W hat’s
had a good job, as a set locater in the
growing movie PAYDIRT. The tall
it? Twentieth century mindwarp! It’s
blonde man from Oakridge looked
film industry. He urged me to move
ju st another freeway exchange,
more like a movie-star type than he
to L.A. Give up the rain. And the
another sniff of cocaine. It’s switch
did in Oregon.
middle-aged blues!
ing the TV to another channel. When
Cork Hubbert called to say he
Only once did he get upset, when I
the bombs start falling and the miss
would try to be limousined to the
ordered a Coors beer, which I enjoy
iles start flying, a true Californian
reading. His career has soared since
drinking when I cross the border. (I
will start whistling the theme song of
PROPERTY. He’s had parts in the
guess because the state trooper for
DR. STRANGELOVE.
Hunter Thompson movie, CAVEMAN
Henry Weinhard’s won’t let it in. Is
I felt upon crossing the Cascades,
with Ringo Starr, and recently had a
there something Freudian in the fact
at the headwaters of the Willamette, a
lead role in the munchkin flick, UN
he’s changed his name from “ Dick
sense of being in God’s country. Even
Curtis” to “ Trooper Dick?” In these
DER THE RAINBOW. I almost for
when it’s “ home-grown,” there’s no
right-wing times, it’s good to know
got, Ted and Carol showed up. They
green like Oregon green! Bill and
your dick’s a little trooper, when
had the 24th St. Gallery in Northwest,
Cork and Tom, you guys are closer to
you’re sloshing down the suds!)
and now own Oranges/Sardines on
sun and success in the movie capital
Bill went on a tirade: “ WHAT?
Omar Avenue!
of the world. Yes. But for six months
Y O U’RE D R IN K IN G COORS
I must admit the reading in Venice
of the year, doesn’t the sun—through
BEER! They filter it with asbestos!
was “ strange.” The palm trees, the
the puked-up yellow gray smog above
For 5 months I’ve been receiving mail
stucco ex-City Hall now occupied by
hour—resemble, not a Sunkist
rush
to boycott Coors. They discriminate a
B B Foundation. It was Sunday,
orange, but the Union 76 imitation
gainst their employees! The Team
but—ONLY THREE CALIFORN
plastic globe? Is your earthquake
sters have been trying to shut them
IANS WERE IN THE AUDIENCE!
insurance
paid up? Real life isn’t a
down.
Overnight
140
gay
bars
in
The 20 or so others were Oregonians. It
movie in a warm and comfortable
downtown L.A. decided to boycott,
was a high school reunion, an Elks
landscape.
and the next morning—did it!”
gathering, one thousand miles from
I recall, many years ago, when
home. What do you call one who leaves
Kesey confided to Marty and me that
his state or region willfully? I coin the
“ Oregon is the citadel of the spirit.”
The Poet’s Dilemma
word “ exstatriate.” There sure are a lot
Is it true? We are cruising in the same
of exstatriates from Oregon in Califor
fast lane they are. If the Naitonia. WILL I BECOME ONE OF
ARTY’S prediction that
spawned condos between the Broad
THEM? GOD FORBID! Bury me not
“We’ll make out like ban
way and Steel bridges aren’t a prime
at Forest Lawn.
dits!” had come true.
example of Californication, what is?
Unfortunately—after thankingWhen
Steve Tom McCall called the kraft
and Cathy for putting up with us,
mill in Albany “the armpit of Ore
The Great Read-Off
saying goodbye, and getting onto the
gon,” he left out other smelly parts of
freeway—Marty continued to babble
the state’s anatomy. It doesn’t matter
URTIS VS. Christensen. Did he
about the success of the reading. All
where we live. Scientists calculate it
win? Did I lose? Poetry
the way back to Santa Cruz! I had a
would take as few as thirty nuclear
shouldn’t be a competitive
more serious discussion to bring up
bombs in the stratosphere to wipe out
with him.
activity, but it is.
the ozone layer.
I opened the first 15 minutes with
“ Are you an Oregonian? or are
Despite my aforementioned xeno
nature stuff, the blackberry poem
you a frigging Californian?” I asked
withand the one about my red rambler
phobic musings, if the blankety blank
point-blank. “ Marty, it’s like Ken
rain continues through the summer,
named “ Ambler.” Marty followed.
Kesey used to say, ‘Either you’re on
I’m emigrating to L.A. The cacti and
We took a break. Then I jacked up
the bus, or you’re off the bus.’ You
palm trees excite me. I’m sick of
the audience with “ KY Jelly & Mt.
gotta decide. I can’t do it for you.
moronic moisture! The roses are red
Hood,” followed by “ Paranoia” —the
When are you cornin’ back to
ly erotic and libidinously stimulating,
poem about the genitals of God and
Portland? Home!”
but so what? Maybe Marty knows
storm-trooper boots kicking my teeth
“ Eventually. I know I can only
what he’s doing living in Santa Cruz.
in for writing it. I finished the set, dedi
stay in California for 2 or 3 years. We
He’s escaping “the rust.” I’m allergic
cating my last poem to the greatest state
haven’t made any friends here.
to rain. Or is it beer? My bones itch.
in the 50, with “ The Beaver-like Crea
Californians are so casual nothing
ture.” It’s about the furry animal who
registers. I want Lorna to finish
sexually exhausts the trappers and
school, so she can get a job in
loggers to the point of death.
computer programming and make
Clapping nervously, the Oregonians
$25,000 a year,” he replied coolly.
were both shocked and enthused.
At the hotel in Santa Cruz, Marty
When Trooper Dick sto p p ed
A dizzy straw berry blonde
suddenly castigated me, “ WALT,
Norman and Ada, David and me at the
Reaganite woman from Roseburg—Is
YOU’VE BEEN HYSTERICAL ON
border, he questioned us, “WELL
Southern Oregon truly part of
THIS WHOLE TRIP! EVER SINCE
NO W— Where you fo lks goin ’with all
Oregon?—kept extolling the virtues
WE LEFT L.A. Calm down and have
that blarney?"
of her childhood, as I read. She
a few beers.” He looked at me
“Sir, we heard there was a shortage
blurted and bleeped. Everyone kept
owlishly, intent behind his glasses and
in Oregon. ”
telling her to shut up so the poets
baby-smooth face. “ Walt, you know
“Son, just turn that semi fu ll o f
could be heard. Can you blame me
you’re on a trip. Just because I read
bottled B.S. around and send it
for being off my mettle?
better than you did in L.A. doesn’t
southward where it came from .
Marty admitted I threw him off his
mean you should freak out. Ever
Oregon’s got more ‘n 'en u ffo r every
timing, with my fervid bad taste and
since the reading you’ve been acting
body. Y ’hear?” Then the trooper
ranting voice. He recovered fairly
weird,” Marty continued to hammer
contem platively continued, “ We
well, despite the wine he’d drunk at
home his version of the truth.
belong to thefam ily o f living beings on
the potluck, to give a cerebral,
this planet. A redwood, a child, a bird,
sensitive, though at times mumbled
the yeast that ferments the beer. Don't
What
is
California?
reading. He kept fiddling with the
you Californicators forget it!" He gave
m icrophone, an a c to r’s prop,
me an authoritative stare. “I f one
switching it on and off, so the
S THERE such a thing as a
batch o f critters goes extinct, all the
listeners got involved in his
“ Californian” ? I won’t bore you
others are threatened. ”
m echanical shortcom ings.
He
with many more details of our
“Dick," I gently reminded him,
term inated with “ Frisking The
jo u rn ey . We met N orm an and “w e’re on vacation. I ’ve lived in
C obw ebs” to a near standing
done
A d a—all
with
public
Oregon fo r 25 years. I ’ve got the green
speaking—in Sacramento and headed
ovation.
mold on my underwear to prove it!"
home via Reno. We were glad to be
After forcing us to pour out 100's o f
going back to Oregon. Overwhelmed
Frisking The Cobwebs
gallons o f false hope, Trooper Dick
by the vivid impressions of the last
allowed us to drive toward Klamath
poets wither endlessly away
two weeks, each of us, in his or her
Falls and the gore-colored pumice
like pearl-blooming oysters
own m ind, asked the question,
highway beyond. With its pelicans and
harrowing the flux to make a little
“ What is California?” It’s a state of
piled high clouds, Upper Klamath
something glitter out past
mind. It’s a place to escape from. It’s
Lake looked prettier than Lake Tahoe.
dreaminess
a geographical location, but what
Don't tell the tourists. Can that shim
else?
mering lake country be the home o f
not even their best friends
As we left Reno, the local media
P uff the Magic Dragon?
know quite what to say to them
m entioned the 4th underground
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’ ACADEMY AWARD
NOMINEE
Best Foreign Film

Francois Truffaut's
n l ' S s Da ' - the?

W lth

C a p rin e Deneuve and Gerard Depardieu

YOUR CLINTON STREET SCHEDU
(The nature o f the business sometimes necessitates changes in the schedule,
so please check the daily paper or give us a call before coming.)

July 8-14

—Richard Freedman,
Newhouse Newspapers

“This year’s *My
Brilliant Career’.
Sensitive,
y * intelligent
and
gorgeously
filmed.’’—css

Only $ 1 .5 0

Two Great Peter O ’Toole Performances
Stuntman
The Ruling Class

9:20
6:45

July 15-21
Glenda Jackson & Richard Chamberlain in Ken Russell’s
The Music Lovers
Glenda Jackson & Peter Finch
Sunday Bloody Sunday

“ A MARVELOUS FILM!
8:40
7:00

July 22-28
Two by Truffaut
Catherine Deneuve & Gerard Depardieu
The Last Metro
Jean Paul Belmondo & Catherine Deneuve
Mississippi Mermaid

j

—Rex Reed, Syndicated Columnist

QJDDIL
'■^7 ...a true story

9:00
7:00
THE V B E S T REVIEWS OF THE YEAR!

July 29-August 4
Henry Fonda in John Ford’s
The Grapes of Wrath
Richard Pryor & Harvey Keitel
Blue Collar

WINNER OF 4
AUSTRALIAN ACADEMY
AWARDS
including BEST ACTRESS

9:00

SO BREATHTAKINGLY NEW,
IT LITERALLY DEFIES DESCRIPTION.

7:00

“DARINGAND HILARIOUS - R,c h a r d s c h ^ i

A triumph conjured by an alchemist.”

-R o n a Barren

Time Magazine

August 26-Sept. 2
Two A ussie Hits
Caddie & Getting Wisdom
(Times to be announced)

Future Attractions
Atlantic City
Confidence

Rocky Horror
Fri., Sat., Sun., Midnite
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SUBSCRIBE!
If we had been a bit more presumptuous, “Get Up Stand Up Don’t Give Up The Fight” could have been the
founding anthem for the Clinton St. Quarterly. In the era of lowered expectations we decided that a 48-page tabloid
which featured the most exciting minds, controversial writers, and talented artists was just what Portland needed
Rather than pander to the lowest common denominator, we decided to take the higher ground. The growth of CSQ is
clear indication that our faith was justified. If you would like to support the best journalism in the NW(winner of six
award from the national fraternity of journalism) please send in your subscription today. $5 gets you 5 passes to the
Clinton St. Theater plus a year’s subscription to the CSQ.
Send to
CSQ
2522 SE Clinton
Portland, Oregon 97202
Name __ ____________ ____________________________________________________________________________
A d d re ss ____ ____ _______________________________________________________________________________
Zip
C ity----------------------------------------------------------------------- S tate
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